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INTRODUCTION 


In 1877 Dostoyevsky recorded in his Diary of a Writer 
the circumstances in which he first obtained recognition 
from the literary celebrities of his day. ‘With all my 
being I felt that this was a solemn moment, a tuniing 
point from which there could be no return, something 
quite new was beginning, something l>eyond anything I 
had ever imagined, even in my ino<t fervid dreams. . . . 
It was the most wonderful moment of my whole life. 
When I was a convict I remembered it, it gave me 
courage. Even now I still remember it with profound 
emotion.' 

This ‘most wonderful moment’ had occurred when 
J)ostoyevsky realized that his talents had been recog- 
nized by the leading critic of the period— Vissarion 
Belinsky. What had led up to this momentous recogni- 
tion? Dostoyevsky had written his first story. Poor Folk, 
He revised it radically four times. After the last revision 
in May 1845 he wrote to his brother: ‘I took it into my 
head to alter it yet again. ... It is now almost twice as 
good.' A friend, Grigorovich, a writer with whom he was 
sharing rooms, advised Dostoyevsky to show the manu- 
script to a publisher—the poet Nekrassov. Nckrassov 
and Grigorovich started to read the manuscript and 
became so enthusiastic that they read the whole novel 
aloud to each other without a break. At four o'clock in 
the morning, almost weeping with excitement, they burst 
in on the author to congratulate him. Nekrassov passed 
on the manuscript to Belinsky, with the words: 'A new 
Gogol has been bom!' Belinsky, we are told, replied 
dampingly: ‘If we're to believe you, new Gogols arc 
always springing up overnight like mushrooms.' When, 
however, Belinsky had* read Poor Folk and Dostoyevsky 
was subsequently introduced to him, the young author 
was met by a tonent of excited praise and exliortation 
ending with the words: ‘Because you are an artist truth 
is revealed to you: you have the gift of perceiving the 
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truth*— a gift you must treasure. Be true to your vocation 
and become a great writer.' 

But what is so remarkable about the rather slight 
story, told in letter form, which constitutes Poor Folk? 
What qualities awoke such enthusiasm and gave rise to 
such accurate prognostications of greatness in highly 
qualified circles even before it had been published? 

Dostoyevsky himself, in the beautiful lyrical article 
entitled 'Petersburg Dreams in Poetry and Prose', tells 
of the genesis of this first book. He recalls how as a very 
young man, having given up his brief military career as an 
rngineer, he was feeling his way towards some form of 
literary activity (which he originally envisaged in the 
sphere of drama and in the spirit of Schiller). One 
‘wintry January evening', when he was walking along 
the banks of the River Neva, it suddenly came over him 
that ‘the whole world' was ‘like some improbable, 
magical fantasy, like a dream'. The 'ardent imaginings^ 
in which he had previously indulged, the world of 
romantic heroes, Don Carlos and Posa, faded before a 
very different ‘dream'. ‘And a different kind of story 
began to take shape: dark comers, the heart of a minor 
official, honest and disinterested, moral and loyal to his 
superiors, and, together with him, a young girl, ill- 
treated and sad ; and my heart was deeply tom by their 
story.' This, according to Dostoyevsky, was the origin of 
the plot of Poor Folk. The plot itself, in the opinion of 
most literary historians, was an immense event in the 
development of Russian prose. Dostoyevsky had intro- 
duced — in the words of the nineteenth-century critic 
N. N. Strakliov — ‘a bold and decisive amendment to 
Gogol', who had been up till then the idol of literary 
Russia. The ‘amendment' consisted in introducing 
living people into Gogol's world of masks, marionettes, 
mthless irony and grotesque. For this experiment, 
Dostoyevsky selected Gogol’s Overcoat. In this brilliant 
short story the great satirist made his hero a caricature 
of a civil servant — dull, crushed by life, without a word 
to say for himself — who has to make the most drastic 
sacrifices in order to be able to buy a new overcoat and. 
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when this is almost immediately stolen from him, dies of 
grief. In Poor Folk Dostoyevsky's hero, Makar Dieviish- 
kin, is also a httle man — an insignificant, unhappy civil 
servant : but his dreams are centred not on such symbols 
of material felicity as the possession of a new winter coat 
but on his unselfi^, inspiring and unrequited love for the 
girl Varen'ka.^ Dievushkin reads Gogols Overcoat and 
reacts with indignation to Gogols *hbel' on the human 
race, somewhat naively considering that the elements of 
caricature are applicable directly to himself: ‘;Vnd why 
should anyone write such a thing? What’s the use of it? 
Why, it's a malicious book, Varen’ka; it is simply not 
true to life, because it just couldn't be tliat a civil 
servant like that should ever have existed. No, 1 shall put 
in a complaint, Varen’ka, I shall put in a formal com- 
plaint.' Dostoyevsky's hero admires another story — 
Pushkin's The Station-master ^ Here, in the character of 
J^ushkin's hero, he sees the reflection of lus ‘own heart 
There is much in common between the situation in which 
Dievushkin finds himself and that of the father in 
Pushkin's story. Both are trying to '.save' a beloved 
young girl from a seducer. Both are 'thnist aside . The 
father takes to drink and dies. Dostoyevsky's lieio 
plunges into ‘debauch’ and the inference is that he, too, 
will hardly survive for long his separation from Varen'ka. 

The young Dostoyevsky, using Dievushkin as his 
mouthpiece, a[)pcarcd as the protagonist of the Pushkin 
tradition in his attitude to living {)eople. This attitude is 
an intrinsic part of the natural pathos not only of 
Dostoyevsky's work but of jll Russian nineteenth- and 
twentieth-century literature with its protound humanitv 
;uid its heedful compassion towards 'the iniur(‘d and the 
insulted'. Against this factual background, Dodoy- 
evsky's famous statement, ‘We have all come out from 
under Gogols Overcoat* takes on a different meaning 
from that so fre(|uently and superficially ascribed to it. 
It is not only the ackncfwledgment of a debt, but also tin* 

* Barbara in C. J. Hoi^artlCs tr.mslation. 

•This «tory is bnlliaiitlv transl.itr<i l)y Natalie Duddin^ton and 
published in Uveryman’s Librars', No. 8'>H. 
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declaration of Russian literature's emancipation from 
the ^soulJessness ' of Gogol and of his school of which the 
novel Poor Folk is the hterary refutation. 

Multiple quotations could be given to illustrate the 
underlying polemic with Gogol which runs through 
Dostoyevsky's story. Perhaps, however, the symbolism 
inherent in the names which Gogol and Dostoyevsky gave 
their heroes is in itself sufficient evidence: Gogol's civil 
servant is called Bashmachkin, a contemptuous deriva- 
tive of shoe suggesting something whose natural function 
is to be trodden on, whereas Dostoyevsky's is Makar 
Dievushkin. The Christian name Makar is associated in a 
Russian proverb with a man beset by misfortunes; the 
surname Dievushkin, on the other hand, is associated 
with tenderness of soul — the folk-lore ' dusha-devitsa ' or 
'soul-maiden' — and creates the impression that its 
bearer must have the sensitive and loving soul of a young 
girl. 

Literary historians also point out — with some justifica- 
tion — that Dostoyevsky at the time of writing Poor 
Folk was influenced by the French sociological novel, 
{)erhaps particularly by Balzac, whose work he was 
translating into Russian. Dostoyevsky's novel is of 
course much more than a pamphlet directed against 
Gogol; it is also a deliberately tendentious sociological 
novel which touches on many very actual problems 
treated in other Russian works of the period, a revival of 
the sentimental manner, justified by the personality of 
the hero, a rebuttal of romantic prejudice (the substitu- 
tion of a simple middle-aged man and his love for the 
glamour of 'exceptional individuals'), a realistic essay in 
the depiction of details of everyday life and an affirma- 
tion of the absolute value of every human personality. 

It was the combination of all these features which so 
impressed Dostoyevsky's contemporaries when they 
first read Poor Folk in manuscript and which ensured the 
novel’s popularity with later generations. 

Poor Folk may be considered as a kind of literary 
manifesto based on a deliberate struggle for the accep- 
tance of certain literary conventions in Russian prose. 
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Th^ Gambler is a very different proposition. It is almost 
an extract from Dostoyevsky’s own biography, the bitter 
fruit of experience retold in the form of a story of two 
conflicting passions — love and gambling. 

On i8th September 1863 Dostoyevsky wrote from 
Rome to his friend, the critic N. N. Strakhov: ‘The phin 
of my story is getting along quite well, as far as 1 can 
judge. . . . The hero is a Russian living abroad. . . . .Ml his 
vital juices, strength, vigour and boldness have gone 
into roulette. He's a gambler — but not an ordinary 
gambler. . . . He is a poet in his own way, but the thing is 
that he is ashamed of this poetry [gambling] because he 
is profoundly aware of its ignobility, even though the 
love of risk sets him up in his own eyes. The whole story 
is the account of how, for the third year running, he 
plays at roulette from gaming-house to gaming-house.' 

Dostoyevsky emphasizes: ‘If Fhe House of the Dead 
* raptured the attention of the public as a description of 
convicts, whom no one had describiKi f^raphically before 
The House of the Dead, then thi*' ^tory is bound to attract 
attention as a graphic and very detailed description of 
the game of roulette, I think that it may turn out to Ix' 
quite a good piece of work. After all. The House of the 
Dead w«'LS interesting. And 1 shall endeavour to make this 
description of a kind of hell, of a scene like that of the 
“convicts' bath-house" into a real |)icture.' 

At the same time Dostoyevsky wanted to describe ' the 
contemporary state of the Russian abroad' who, because 
he ‘has no reason for existence in Russia', wastes his 
strength on pointless passions, 

'Die first draft of the novel w:is made then and there 
‘on scraps of pajxT'. But the book was actually written 
in October i8(>6 when, in the course of a month, the 
writer dictated the whole novel, (The young lady who 
took the dictation was Anna Grigor'evna Snitkina, who 
became Dostoyevsky's second wife in February of the 
following year.) • 

Dostoyevsky's biographers have now established quite 
definitely that the heroine of The Gambler, the proud and 
imperious beauty Polina, is in many ways a picture of 
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Appoliiiaria Suslova, who served to a greater or lesser 
degree as the prototype of all Dostoyevsky's ‘infernal 
heroines'. 

Suslova was a young authoress, a convinced advocate 
of emancipation for women, and a contributor to 
Dostoyevsky's journal Time, Dostoyevsky fell in love 
with her and she became his mistress, probably in i86i, 
but Suslova was bored by his passion and, in 1863, left 
for Paris; Dostoyevsky followed her but, on the way, in 
Wiesbaden, he yielded for the first time to the obsession 
with roulette which was to prove his most ruinous 
pastime. On 26th August he arrived in Paris, where he 
learnt that Suslova had become enamoured of a medical 
student who had already abandoned her. Dostoyevsky 
took on the role of platonic friend and comforter and 
they set out together on a two months' journey through 
Europe in a turgid atmosphere of suppressed passion and 
desperate gambling fever. Dostoyevsky met Suslova 
once again in Wiesbaden in 1865, but his ‘fatal passion' 
for her continued to haunt him for many years — even 
after his second marriage. 

Suslova's diary and Dostoyevsky's letters of this 
period confirm the autlienticily of many details which 
appear in The Gambler. The autobiographical element is 
very marked, and in this, perhaps, lies the chief interest 
of the work. There are, however, other significant 
features in the stnicture of the novel. The story is made 
up of rather superficial intrigues, not very profound but 
effectively sensational, which combine to expose the 
emptiness of the life of ‘ Russians abroad' and thus lend 
the novel a certain socio-historical interest. Dostoyevsky 
also lavishes much attention on the characterization of 
‘the national traits' of his personages. It may be that 
certain features of Dostoyevsky the journalist, the 
author of the more chauvinistic pages of The Diary of a 
Writer, are already in evidence in these malevolent 
portraits of the French, whom thb narrator detests, and 
of the Germans and Poles, whom he despises. Only the 
Englishman Mr Astley finds favour in his eyes, and it 
seems therefore natural that he should be chosen to 
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reveal 'the secret* that Polina, in her heart of hearts, 
loves and has always loved the 'Gambler*. The Russiajis 
themselves, however, do not escape sharp criticism and 
reproach. ' Russians are endowed with too great a pro- 
fusion and variety of talents/ muses the hero — luid in 
the meantime Russian ability founders uselessly in a 
morass of vain passions. 

Various motifs are interwoven in The Gambler but the 
central theme of the novel is the irreconcilability of the 
hero's two passionate obsessions, love and gambling. His 
inability to resist the fascination of the gaming tables in 
order to devote himself whole-heartedly to the tragically 
complicated affairs of the proud and demanding Polina 
arouses in her that 'love-hatred* which Dostoyevsky 
was to depict with ever deepening psychological insight 
as the dominating emotion of the 'infernar Iieroines of 
his later novels. 

NiKOJAY AnUKI'VKV. 

1962. 
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POOR FOLK 


April m. 

My dearest Barbara Alexievna,— How happy I 
last night — how immeasurably, how impossibly happy! 
That was because for once in your life you had relented 
so far as to obey my wishes. At about eight o'clock 1 
awoke from sleep (you know, my beloved one, that I 
always like to sleep for a short hour after my work is 
done) — I awoke, I say, and, lighting a candle, prepared 
my paper to write, and trimmed my |>cn. Then 
suddenly, for some reason or another, I raised my eyes 
—and felt my very heart leap within me! For you liad 
understood what I wanted, you had understood what 
my heart was craving for. Yes, I ptreeived that a 
comer of the curtain in your window had been looi)ed 
up and histened to the cornice iis I had suggested siiotild 
be done; and it seemed to me that your dear face was 
glimmering at the window, and that you were looking at 
me from out of the darkness of your room, and that you 
were thinking of me. Yet how vexed I felt that I could 
not distinguish your sweet face clearly ! For then' was a 
time when you and I could sec one another without any 
difficulty at all. Ah me, but old age is not always a 
blessing, my beloved one! At this very moment every- 
thing is standing awry to my eyes, for a man needs only to 
work late overnight in his writing of sonu thing or other 
for, in the morning, his eyes to be red, and the tears to be 
gushing from them in a way that makes him ashamed 
to be seen before strangers. However, I was able to 
picture to myself your beaming smile, my angel— your 
kind, bright smile; and in my heart there lurk(‘d just 
such a feeling as on tl)e occasion when I first kissed you, 
my little Barbara. Do you remember that, my darling? 
Yet somehow you seemed to l)e threatening me with 
your tiny finger. Was it so, little wanton ? You must 
write and tell me about it in your n(‘xt letter. 
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Poor Folk 

But what think you of the pip of the curtain. 
Barbara? It is a charming one, is it not? No matter 
wiiether I be at work, or about to retire to rest, or just 
awaking from sleep, it enables me to know that you are 
thinking of me, and remembering me — that you are both 
well and happy. Then when you lower the curtain it 
means that it is time that I, Makar Alexievitch, should 
go to bed ; and when again you raise the curtain it means 
that you are saying to me, Good morning,” and asking 
me how I am, and whether I have slept well. ” As for 
myself,” adds the curtain. ” I am altogether in good 
health and spirits, glory be to God! ” Yes, my heart’s 
delight, you see how easy a plan it was to devise, and 
how much writing it will save us! It is a clever plan, is 
it not? And it was my own invention, too! Am I not 
cunning in such matters, Barbara Alexievna? 

Well, next let me tell you, dearest, that last night I 
slept better and more soundly than I had ever hoped to 
do, and that I am the more delighted at the fact in that, 
as you know, I had just settled into a new lodging — a 
circumstance only too apt to keep one from sleeping! 
This morning, too. I arose (joyous and full of love) at 
cockcrow. Ilow good seemed everything at that hour, 
my darling! When I opened my window I could see the 
sun shining, and hear the birds singing, and smell the air 
laden with scents of spring. In short, all nature Wits 
awaking to life again. Everything was in consonance 
with my mood; everything seemed fair and spring-like. 
Moreover, I had a fancy that I should fare well to-day. 
l/ut my whole thoughts were bent upon you. ” Surely,” 
thought I, ” we mortals who dwell in pain and sorrow 
might with reason envy the birds of heaven which 
know not either ! ” And my other thoughts were similar 
to these. In short, I gave myself up to fantastic com- 
parisons. A little book which I have says the same kind 
of thing in a variety of ways. For instance, it says that 
one may have many, many fancies, my Barbara — that 
as soon as the spring comes one’s thoughts become 
uniformly pleasant and sportive and witty, for the reason 
that, at that season, the mind inclines readily to tender- 
ness, and the world takes on a more roseate hue. From 
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that little book of mine I have culled the following 
passage, and written it down for you to see. In parti- 
cular does the author express a longing similar to iny 
own where he writes: 

■' Why .'im I not a binl free to seek its ** 

And he has written much else, God bless him I 

But tell me, my love — where did you go for vonr walk 
this morning? Even before I had started for th(‘ 
you had taken flight from your room, and piisscxl throng li 
the couityard~yes, looking as vernal-like as a bird in 
spring. \Vhat rapture it gave me to see you ! Ah, little 
Barbara, little Barbara, you must nt'ver give way to 
grief, for tears are of no avail, nor sorrow. I know this 
well — I know it of iny own experience. So do you rest 
ciuietly until you have a little regained your health. 
But how is our good Thedora? What a kind heart she 
has! You write that she is now living witii you. and that 
you are satisfied with what she does. True, you say that 
she is inclined to grumble, but do not nnud that, Barbara, 
(iod bless her, for she is an i^xcellent soul! 

But what sort of an abode Jiava* / lighted u|K>n, 
Barbara Alexievna? What sort of a teiuanent, do you 
think, is tliis? Formerly, as you know, I used to live in 
absolute stillness^ -so much so that if a fly took wing 
it could plainly be heard buzzing. lliTe, however, all 
is turmoil and shouting and clatter. The plan of th<* 
tenement you know already. Imagine a long corridor, 
(juite dark, and by no means clean. To the right a dea^l 
wall, and to th(' left a row of doors stndching as far as the 
line of rooms extends. These rooms are tenanted bv 
different people — by one, by two, or by three lodgers as 
the case may be, but in tins arrangement there is no 
sort of system, and the place is a perfect Noah's Ark. 
Most of the lodgers are resix'ctable, educated, and 
even bookish people. In particular they include a 
tchinovnik (one of the literary staff in some government 
department), who is so well-read that he can (‘xp^urid 
Homer or any other author — in fact, anything, such a 
man of talent is he! Also, there an* a coufde of officers 
(for ever playing cards), a midshipman, and an English 
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tutor. But, to amuse you, dearest, let me describe 
these people more categorically in my next letter, and 
tell you in detail about their lives. As for our landlady, 
she is a dirty little old woman who always walks about in 
a dressing-gown and slippers, and never ceases to shout 
at Theresa. I myself live in the kitchen — or, rather, in 
a small room which forms part of the kitchen. The latter 
is a very large, bright, clean, cheerful apartment with 
three windows in it, and a partition-wall which, running 
outwards from the front wall, makes a sort of little den. 
a sort of extra room, for myself. Everything in this den 
is comfortable and convenient, and I have, as I say, a 
window to myself. So much for a description of my 
dwelling-place. Do not think, dearest, that in all this 
there is any hidden intention. The fact that I live in 
the kitchen merely means that I live behind the partition 
wall in that apartment — that I live quite alone, and 
.spend my time in a quiet fashion compounded of trifles. 
For furniture I have provided myself with a bed, a table, 
a chest of drawers, and two sm^l chairs. Also, I have 
sus])(’ndcd an ikon. Tnie, better rooms may exist in the 
world than this— much better rooms; yet comfort is the 
chief thing. In fact I have made all my arrangements 
for comfort's sake alone ; so do not for a moment imagine 
that I had any other end in view. And since your 
window happens to be just opposite to mine; and since 
the courtyard between us is narrow, and I can see you as 
you pass, — why, the result is that this miserable wretch 
will be able to live at once more happily and with less 
outlay. The dearest room in this house costs, with 
board, thirty-five roubles — more than my purse could 
well afford; whereas my room costs only twenty-four, 
though formerly I used to pay thirty, and so had to deny 
myself many tilings (I could drink tea but seldom, and 
never could indulge in tea and sugar as I do now). 
But, somehow, I do not like having to go without tea, 
for every one che here is respectable, and the fact makes 
me ashamed. After all, one drinks tea largely to please 
one’s fellow men, Barbara, and to give oneself tone and 
an air of gentility (though, of myself, I care little about 
:aich things, for I am not a man of the finicking sort). 
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Yet think you that, when all thinfrs needful — boots and 
the rest — have been paid for, much will remain? Yet I 
ought not to gnimble at my salary, — I am quite satisfied 
with it; it is sufficient. It has sufficed me now for some 
years, and, in addition, I receive certain gratuities. 

Well, good-bye, my darling. I have bought you two 
little pots of geraniums — quite cheap little pots, too — 
as a present. Perluqis you would also like some 
mipionette? Mignonette it shall be if only you will 
write to inform me of everything in detail. Also, do 
not misunderstand the fact that I liave taken this room, 
my dearest. Convenience and nothing else, has made me 
do so. The snugness of the place has caught my fancy. 
Also, I shall be able to save money here, and to hoard 
it against the future. Already I have saved a litth* 
money as a beginning. Nor must you (i(spise me 
because I am such an insignificant old fellow that a fly 
could break me with its wing. Trie, I am not a swash- 
buckler; but perha])s there may also abide in im‘ the 
spirit which should pertain to cverv man who is at t)nce 
resigned and sure of himself. Good-bye, then, again, 
my angel. I have now covered ( lose upon a whole two 
sheets of notepaper, though I ought long ago to havt‘ 
been starting for the ofiice. I kiss your hands, and 
remain ever your devoted slave, your faithful friend, 

Makak Dikvusukin. 

P.5. — One thing 1 beg of you above all things— and 
that is, that you will answer this letter as Jully as 
possible. With the letter I send you a packet of bon- 
bons. Eat them for your health’s sake, nor, for the 
love of God, feel any uneasiness about me. Once more, 
dearest one, good-bye. 


April 9^th. 

My beloved Makar Alexievitch,- Do you know, 
I must quarrel with you. Yes, good Makar Alcxievitch, 
I really cannot accept your presents, for I know what 
they must have cost you — I know to what privations 
and self-denial they must have le<l. How many times 
have I not told you that I stand in need of nothing, of 
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absolutely nothing, as well as that I shall never be in a 
position to recompense you for all the kindly acts with 
which you have loaded me? Why, for instance, have 
you sent me geraniums? A little sprig of balsam would 
not have mattered so much : but geraniums ! Only have 
I to let fall an unguarded word— -for example, about 
geraniums- - and at once you buy me some ! How much 
they must have cost you! Yet what a charm there is 
in them, with their flaming petals! Wherever did you 
get th(*se beautiful plants? I have set them in my 
window as the most conspicuous place possible, while 
on tlie floor I have placed a bench for my other flowers 
to stand on (since you are good enough to enrich me 
with such presents). Unfortunately, Thedora, who, 
with her sweeping and polishing, makes a perfect sanc- 
tuary of my room, is not over-pleased at the arrange- 
m(‘nt. Hut why have you sent me also bon-bons? 
Your letter tells me that something special is on foot 
with you, for I find in it so much about paradise and 
s[)ring and sw<*et odours and the songs of birds. Surely, 
tliought I to myself whtn I received it, this is as good 
as poetry! Inde('d, verses are the only thing that youi 
letter lacks, Makar Alexievitch. And what tender feel- 
ings I can read in it— what roseate-coloured fancies! 
To the curtain, however, I had never given a thought. 
'I lie fact is that when I moved the flower-pots it looped 
itself u]). There now! 

Ah, Makar Alexievitch, you neither speak of nor give 
any account of what you have spent upon me. You hope 
thereby to deceive me, to make it seem as though tlie 
cost always falls upon you alone, and that there is nothing 
to conceal. Yet 1 knoxv that for my sake you deny your- 
self necessaries. For instance, what has made you go 
and take tlie room which you have done, where you will 
b(? worried and disturbed, and where you have neither 
elbow-space nor comfort — you who love solitude, and 
never like to have any one near you? To judge from 
your salary, I should think that you might w’ell live in 
greater ease than that. Also, Thedora tells me that 
your circumstances U'^ed to be much more affluent than 
they are at present. Do you wish, tlien, to persuade 
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me that your whole existence has been passed in loneli- 
ness and want and gloom, with never a cheering word to 
help you, nor a seat in a friend*s chimney-corner? Ah, 
kind comrade, how my heart aches for you! But do 
not overtask your health, Makar Alexievitch. For in- 
stance, you say that your eyes are over-weak for you to 
go on writing in your uflice hy cainlle-light. Then why 
do so? I am sure that your official superiors do not 
need to be convinced of your diligence! 

Once more I imj)lore you not to waste so much money 
upon me. I know how much you love me, but 1 also 
know that you are not rich. . . . This morning 1 too 
rose in good s])irits. Thedora had long been at work, 
and it was time that I too should bestir myself. Indeed, 
I was yearning to do so, so I went out for some silk, and 
then sat down to my labours. All the morning 1 felt 
light-hearted and cheerful. Yet now my thoughts are 
once more dark and sad — once more my heart is ready 
to sink. 

Ah, what is going to become of me? What will be 
my fate? To have to i)e so uncertain as to the future, 
to have to be unable to foretell wliat is going to happen, 
distresses me dt'eply. I'A’en to look back at the past is 
horrible, for it contains sorrow that breaks my very 
heart at the thought of it. Yes, a whole century in 
tears could 1 spend bei ause of the wicked people who 
have wrecked my life! 

Ihit dusk is coming on, and 1 luU't set to work again. 
Much else should I have liked to write to y(»u, but time 
is lacking, and I must hasten. Of course, to write this 
letter is a pleasure enough, and could newer be weari- 
some; but why do vou not come to see me in jierson? 
Why do you not, Makar Alexievitch.-^ You live so close 
to me, and at least stme of your time is your own. I 
j)ray you, come. I have just seen Theresa. She* w'as 
loe^king so ill, and I fedt so sejiry for he.r. that I gave her 
twenty kopecks. 1 ^rn almost falling asleep. VVrit<^ to 
me, in fullest detail, both concerning your mode of life, 
and concerning the people who hvi? with you, and con- 
earning how you fare with them. I ^houM so like to 
know! Yes, you must write again, lo-night I have 
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purposely looped the curtain up. Go to bed early, for, 
hist night, I saw your candle burning until nearly mid- 
night. Good-bye! I am now feeling sad and weary. 
Ah that I should have to spend such days as this one 
has been. Again good-bye. — Your friend, 

Barbara Dobroselova. 

April 8/ A. 

MY DEAREST Barhara Alexievna, — To think that 
a day like this should have fallen to my miserable lot ! 
Surely you are making fun of an old man ? . . . How- 
ever, it was my own fault — my own fault entirely. 
One ought not to grow old holding a lock of Cupid's 
hair in one's hand. Naturally one is misunderstood. . . . 
Yet man is sometimes a very strange being. By all 
the Saints, he will talk of doing things, yet leave them 
undone, and remain looking the kind of fool from whom 
may the Lord preserve usl . . . Nay. I am not 
angry, my beloved; I am only vexed to think that I 
should have written to you in such stupid, flowery 
phras('ology. To-day I went hopping and skipping to 
the ofiice, for my heart was under your influence, and 
rny soul was keeping holiday, as it were. Yes, every- 
thing seemed to be going well with me. Then I betook 
myself to rny work. Hut with what result.^ I gazed 
around at the old familiar objects, at the old familiar 
giey and gloomy objects. They looked just the same 
before. Yet were those the same inkstains, the same 
tables and chairs, that I had hitherto known? Yes. 
they wert; the same, exactly the Scime: so why should 
I have gone off riding on Pegasus back? Whence had 
that mood arisen? It had aiisen from the fact that a 
certain sun had beamed upon me, and turned the sky 
to l)lue. Rut why so? Why is it, sometimes, that sweet 
adonis se(‘m to bo blowing through a courtyaivl where 
nothing of the sort can be? They must be bom of my 
foolish fancy, for a man may stray so far into sentiment 
as to forget his immediate surroundings, and to give 
way to tlie supenluity of fond ardour with which his 
heait is charged. On tlie other hand, as I walked home 
from the oflke at niglitfall mv feet seemed to lag, and 
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my head to be aching. Also, a cold wind seemed to be 
blowing down my back (enraptured with the spring, 
I had gone out clad only in a thin overcoat). Yet you 
have misunderstood my sentiments, dearest. They 
are altogether different to what you suppose. It is a 
purely paternal feeling that I have for you. I stand 
towards you in the position of a relative who is bound 
to watch over your lonely orphanhood. This I say in 
all sincerity, and witli a single piir{>os(‘. as anv kinsman 
might do. Tor, after all, 1 am a distant kinsmiui of 
yours — the seventh drop of water in the pudding, iis the 
proverb has it— yet still a kinsman, and at the present 
time your nearest relative and protector, seeing that 
where you had the right to look for help ami protection 
you found only treachery and insult. As for i)oetry, 
1 may say that I consider it unbecoming for a man of 
my years to devote his faculties to the making of vers(‘s. 
Poetry is rubbish. Even boys at school ought to lx; 
whipped for writing it. 

Why do you write thus about “ comfort " and 
“ peace " and the rest ? I am not a fastidious man, nor 
ont‘ who requires much. Never in my life have I bt‘en 
so comfortable as now. Why, then, should I ('omplain 
in my old age? I have enough to eat. I am well dressed 
and booted. Also, I have my diversions. You see, I 
am not of noble blood. My father himself was not a 
gentleman; he and his family had to live even more 
plainly than I do. Nor am I a milksoj). Nevertheh ss, 
to speak frankly, I do not like my present alxxle so much 
as I used to like my old one. Somehow the latter seemed 
more cosy, dearest. Of course, this room is a gf)od 
one enough; in fact, in some respects it is the more 
cheerful and interesting of the two. I have nothing to 
say against it — no. Yet I miss the room that used tf) 
be so familiar to me. Old lodgers like myself soon grow 
as attached to our chatt<‘ls as to a kinsman. My old 
room Wexs such a «mug little place I True, its walls 
resembled those of any other room -4 am not speaking 
of that: the point is that the recollection of them 
seems to haunt my mind with sadness. Curious that 
recollections should be so mournful! Even what in 
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that room used to vex me and inconvenience me now 
looms in a purified light, and figures in my imagination 
as a thing to be desired. We used to live there so quietly 
— I and an old landlady who is now dead! How my 
heart aches to remember her, for she was a good woman, 
and never overcharged for her rooms. Her whole time 
was spent in making patchwork quilts with knitting- 
needles that wep' an arshin^ long. Oftentimes we 
shared the same candle and board. Also she had a 
granddaughter, Masha — a girl who was tlien a mere 
baby, but must now be a girl of thirteen. This little 
piec(i of mischief, how she used to make us laugh the 
day long! We lived togeth(*r, a happy family of three. 
Often of a long winter’s evening we would first have 
tea at the big round table, and then betake ourselves 
to our work; the while that, to amuse the child and to 
keep her out of mischief, the old lady would set herself 
to tell stories. What stories they were! — though stories 
less suitable for a child than for a grown-up, educated 
person. My word! Why, I myself have sat listening 
to them, as I smoked my pipe, until I have forgotten 
about work altogether. Aiul then, as the story grew 
grimmer, the little child, our little bag of miscliief, would 
grow thoughtful in proportion, and clasp her rosy 
cheeks in her tiny hands, and, hiding her face, press 
closer to the old landlady. Ah, how I loved to see her 
at those moments! As one gazed at her one would fail 
to noti(a‘ how the candle was tlicki ring, or how the stonn 
was swishing the snow about the courtyard. Y(^s, 
that was a goodly life, my Barbara, and we lived it h)r 
lu'.uly twt nlv V('ars. . . . How my tongue does carry 
me away! Maybe tlie subject does not interest you, 
mul I myself find it a not ovta-easy subject to recall — 
(‘sp('ciallv at the present tiim*. Darkness is falling, and 
'llMMi'sa IS busying heiself witii something or another. 
My head and m\- back are aehing. and even my thoughts 
seem to be in pain, so strangely do they occur. Yes, 
my heart is sad to-day, Barbar.i. . . . What is it you 
haye written to me.^ " W hy do you not com(‘ in person 
to see me? ’’ Dear one, what would people say? 1 
* An cll. 
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should have but to cross the courtyard for people to 
begin noticing us, and asking themselves (jiusiions. 
(iossip and scandal would arise, and theie would be 
read into the affair quite another meaning tlian the real 
one. No, little angel, it were better that 1 slionld see 
\()u to-morrow at VespxMS. That will be the bett(‘r 
plan, and less luiilful to us both. Noi must you eliide 
me, beloved, because I have written vou a letter like 
tins (reading it througli, I see it to be ;dl odils and 
ends) ; for 1 am an old man now. (h'ar Harbara, and an 
unediuMted one. Little learning had I in my youth, 
and things refuse to fix themseKes in mv brain wlum 1 
try to learn them anew. No, I am not skilled in letttu- 
writing. Barbara, and, without being tnld so, or anv oin* 
laughing at me for it. I know that, whenevau I tiy to 
describe anything with mon^ than oidinarv di^tinetm ss, 
1 fall into th(‘ mistala* of talking sheer rubbish. . . . 
I saw you at your window to-dav yes, I saw you as 
you w’cre draw'ing down tlu* blind! (iood bye, good-byt*, 
little Barl)ara, and may (iod kiM p you! (lootl bye, 
my owm Barbara Alexievna' Your simaae fiieixi, 

M.\K\n DlhVl MiKlN. 

P.S . — Do not think that 1 <oul(i write to you in a 
satirical vein, for I am too old to show mv teeth to no 
j)urpos(*. and people would laugh at me, and (piote our 
Russian proverb, “ Who diggeth a pit ft)r another one, 
the same shall fall into it himself,” 


. 1 ptxl 

My dhakkst M,\k,\k Aijxii: vritJi, Are not \(»ii, 
my friend and benefactor, just a little a'>hamed to 
repine and give w'ay to such (h spinidency And smely 
you are not offended w'ith me" Ah! '1 hough oftiii 
thoughtless in my speet h. I never should have imagined 
that you w’oiild take my words as a jest at your (‘xpensfc 
Rest assured that nner shouhl 1 make vp^rt of your 
years or of your charai ter. Only my f)wn levity is at 
fault; still more, the fact that I am so weary of life. 

What wall such a feeling not engiiuier do tell \’ou 
the truth, I had supposed that yew wore jesting in your 
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letter; wherefore my heart was feeling heavy at the 
thought that you could feel so displeased with me. Kind 
comrade and lielper, you will be doing me an injustice if 
for a single moment you ever suspect that I am lacking 
in feeling or in gratitude towards you. My heart, believe 
me, is able to appraise at its true worth all that you have 
done for me by protecting me from my enemies, and 
from hatred and persecution. Never shall I cease to 
pray to God for you: and should my prayers ever 
reach Him and be received of Heaven, then assuredly 
fortune will smile upon you ! 

To-day I am not well. By turns I shiver and flush 
with heat, and Thedora is greatly disturbed about 
me. ... Do not scruple to come and see me, Makar 
Alexievitch. How can it concern other people what you 
do? You and I are well enough acquainted with each 
other, and one's own affairs are one’s own affairs. Good- 
hyr, Makar Alexievitch, for I have come to the end of all 
I had to say, and am feeling too unwell to write more. 
Again I beg of you not to be angry with me, but to rest 
assured of my constant respect and attachment, — Your 
humble, devoted servant, 

Barbara Dobroselova. 

April l2th. 

Dearest Mistress Barbara Alexievna, — I pray 
you, my beloved, to tell me what ails you. Every one 
of your letters fills me with alarm. On the other hand, 
in every Ictti'r I urge you to be more careful of yourself, 
and to wrap up yourself warmly, and to avoid going out 
in bad weather, and to be in all things prudent. Yet 
you go and disobey me! Ah, little iuigel, you are a 
pt‘rf<‘ct child! I know well that you are as weak as a 
blade of grass, and that, no matter what wind blows 
upon you. you are ready to fade. But you must be 
careful of yourself, dearest; you must look after your- 
self beUer; you must avoid all risks, lest you plunge 
your friends into desolation and despair. 

Dearest, you also express a wish to learn the details of 
my chuly life and surroundings. That wish I hasten 
to satisfy. Let me begin at the iH'ginning, since, bv 
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doing so, I shall explain things more s> stematirallv. In 
(he first place, on entering this house, one pas^rs into 
a very bare hall, and thence along a pa<‘^age to a mean 
staircase. Tlie reception-room, however, is bright , clean, 
and spacious, and is lined with redwood and niiial-work. 
Hut the scullery you would not care to see; it is greasy, 
dirty, and odoriferous, while the stairs are in rags, aiid 
the walls so covered with tilth that the hand sticks 
tost wherever it touches them. Also, on each landing 
there is a medley of boxes, chairs, and dilapidated ward- 
robes; while tlie windows have had most of their panes 
shattered, and everywhere stand washtubs filled with 
dirt, litter, eggshells, and fish-bladdeis. The smell is 
abominable. In short, the house is not a nice one. 

As to the disposition of the rooms, I have described 
it to you already. True, they are coiivmient (Miough, 
yet every one of them has an atmosphere. I do not iikmu 
that they smell badly so much as that ink h of them 
seems to contain something which gives forth a rank, 
sickly-sweet odour. At first the impr(‘ssion is an un- 
pleasant one, but a couple of minutes will sullice to 
dissipate it, for the reason that everythnti here smells - 
people's clothes, hands, and everything else- and one 
grows accustomed to the rankness. Canarns, however, 
soon die in this house. A naval oflicer hen; has just 
bought his fifth. Hirds cannot live long in such an 
air. Every morning, when fish or beef is being cooktal, 
and washing and scrubbing are in progress, tlie house 
is filled with steam. Always, too, the kitchen is full of 
iinen hanging out to dry; and since my room adjoins 
that apartment, the smell from the clothes causes me 
not a little annoyance. However, one can grow used 
to anything. 

From earlif;st dawn the house is astir as its inmates 
rise, walk about, and stamp their feet. That is to say, 
every one who luis to go to work then gets out of 
bed. First of all, tea is partaken of. Most of the tea- 
urns belong to the landlady; and since there are not 
over many of them, we have to wait our turn. Anyone 
who fails so to do will find his teapot emptied and put 
away. On the first occasion that was what happened 
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to mysrlf. Well, is there anything else to tell you? 
Already I have made the acquaintance of the company 
here. The naval officer took the initiative in calling 
upon me, and his frankness was such that he told me all 
about his father, his mother, his sister (who is married 
to a lawyer of Tula), and the town of Kronstadt. Also, 
he promised me his patronage, and asked me to come 
and take tea with him. I kept the appointment in a 
room where card-playing is continually in progress; 
and, after tea had bet a drunk, efforts were made to 
induce me to gamble. Whether or no my refusal seemed 
tf) the company ridiculous I cannot say, but at all events 
my companions played the whole evening, and were 
playing when I left. The dust and smoke in the room 
made my eyes ache. I declined, as I say, to play cards, 
and was therefore requested to discourse on pliilosophy; 
after which no one spoke to me at all — a result which I 
did not ngret. In fac t, I have no intention of going 
there again, since every one is for gambling, and for 
nothing but gambling. Even the literary tchinovnik 
gives such parties in his room — though, in his case, 
everything is done delicately and with a certain refine- 
ment, so that the thing has something of a retiring and 
innocent air. 

In passing, I may tell you that our landlady is not a 
nice woman. In fact, she is a regular beldame. You 
have seen Ikt ome, so wiiat do you think of her? She 
is as lanky as a plucke<l chicki'u in consumption, and, 
with Phaldoni (her servant), constitutes the entire staft 
of the establislinient. \\ la ther or not Phaldoni has any 
other name I do not know, but at least he answers to 
this one, and every one calls him by it. A red-haired, 
swine-jowled. snub-nosed, crooked lout, he is for ever 
wrangling with d'heresa, until the pair nearly come to 
blows. In short, life is not over pleasant in this place. 
Nev(T at any time is the household wholly at rest, for 
alvvavs there are pt'oph' fitting up to play cards. Some- 
times, too, certain things are done of which it would be 
'shameful for me to sp<Mk. In particular, hardened 
though I am, it astonishes me tiiat men with families 
should care to live in this Sodom. Imr exiimple. 



Poor Folk 


»7 

there is a family of poor folk who have rented of the 
landlady a room which does not adjoin the other rooms, 
but is set apart in a corner by itself. Yet what (piiet 
people they are! Not a sound is to be heard from them. 
The father — he is called Goshkov — is a little grey- 
headed tchinovnik who, seven years ago, w.is dismissed 
the public service, and now walks about in a coat so 
dirty and ragged that it hurts one to see it. Indeed it 
is a worse coat even tlian mine! Abo. he is so thm aiul 
frail (at times 1 meet him m tlie coTiulor) that his km‘(‘s 
quake under him, his hands and head are tn mulous with 
some disease knows what!), mul he so feai^i 

and distrusts eveiy body that he always walks alone. 
Reserved though I myself am. he is even worse. As for 
his family, it consists of a wife and threi‘ ehildieii. 1 h(‘ 
eldest of the latter— a boy - -is as frail as his f.it her. w hile 
the mother — a woman who, formeilv, must have Ixcn 
good looking, and still has a striking aspix t in spit(‘ of 
her pallor — goes about in the sorriest of r.igs. Also I 
have heard that they an? m debt to our landladv, as W(*ll 
as that she is not over kind to them. .Mor(‘over 1 have 
ht‘ard that Gorshkov lost his post thiough sonu' un- 
jileasantness or other- -through a legal suit or {^locess 
of which 1 could not exactly tidl you tlH‘ nature. Yes. 
they certainly are jx>or — (), my (lod, how poor! At the 
same time, never a sound comes from llieir room. It 
is as though not a soul were living in it. Never do(‘s 
one hear even the children —which is an unusual thing, 
seeing that children aie ever ready to sport and |>Iav, 
iuid if they fail to do so it is a bad sign. One evening 
wlien I chanced to be passing the door of their room, and 
all was quiet in the house, I heard through the door a 
sob, and then a whisper, and then anothei sob, as though 
somebody within \sere weeping, juuI with such subdu(!d 
bitterness that it tore my heart to hear the sound. In 
fact, the thought of these* })oor people never hdt me all 
night, and cpiite prewnti'd me from slrcping. 

\Vell, good-bye, my little Barbara, my little fru'iid 
beyond price. I have described to you ev(‘ry thing to 
the best of my ability. y\ll to-day you have been in my 
thoughts; all to-day my heart has been vearning for you. 
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I happen to know, dearest one, that you lack a warm 
cloak. To me too these St. Petersburg springs, with 
their winds and their snow showers, spell death. Good 
heavens, how the breezes bite one! Do not be angry, 
beloved, that I should write like this. Style I have not. 
Would that I had! I write just what wanders into my 
brain, in the hope that I may cheer you up a little. Of 
course, had I had a good education, things might have 
Ixien different ; but, as things were, I could not have one. 
Never did I learn even to do simple sums! — Your 
faithful and unchan^jcable friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

April 25/A. 

My DEAREST Makar Alexievitch, — To-day I met 
iny cousin Sasha. To see her going to wrack and ruin 
shocked me terribly. Moreover, it has reached me, 
through a side wind, that she has been making inquiry 
for me, and dogging my footsteps, under the pretext 
that she wishes to pardon me, to forget the past, and to 
renew our ar(juaintancc. Well, among other things she 
told me that, whereas you are not a kinsman of mine, 
she is my nearest relative; that you have no right what- 
ever to enter into family relations with us; and that it 
IS wrong and shameful for me to be living upon your 
earnings and charity. Also, sh<‘ said that 1 must have 
forgotten all that she did for i.u‘, though thereby she 
savt'd botli myself and my motlier from starvation, 
and gave us food imd drink; that for two and a half 
\rais we caused Ikt great loss; and, above all things, 
that she excused us wliat we owed her. Even my poor 
mother she did not spare. Would that she, my dead 
|>arcnt, could know how I am being treated! But God 
knows all about it, . . . Also, Anna declared that it 
was soU'ly through my own fault that my fortunes de- 
clined after she had IxTlen'd them; that she is in no 
way res|X)nsibie for wliat tlx-n happened; and that 1 
have but myself to blame for having been either unable 
or unwilling to defend mv honour. Great God! Who, 
then, has been at iault ? .V( ( (uding to .\naa, Hospodin ^ 

» Mr. 
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B\\akov was only right when he declined to marry a 

woman who But need I say it ? It is cruel to hear 

such lies as hers. What is to become of me I do not 
know. I tremble and sob ixnd weep. Indeed, even to 
write this letter has cost me two hours. At least it 
might have been thought that Anna would have con- 
fessed her share in the piist. Yet see what she says! . . . 
For the love of God do not be anxious about me, my 
friend, my only benefactor. Thedora is over apt to 
exaggerate matters. I am not really ill. I have merely 
caught a little cold. I caught it bust night while I was 
walking to Bolkovo, to hear Mass sung for my mother. 
Ah, mother, my poor mother! Could you but rise fiom 
the grave and learn what is being done to your daughter! 

li. D. 


May 20 th. 

My dearest Little Barbara,— I am sending you a 
few grapes, which are good for a conval«*M (‘ut j>< rson, 
and strongly recommended by doctors for the allaynuMit 
of fever. Also, you were saying the other day that 
you would like some roses; wherefore 1 now send you 
a bunch. Are you at all able to eat, my darling? — 
for that is the chief point which ouglit to be seen to. 
Let us thank God that the past and all its unhappiness 
are gone! Yes, let us give thanks to Heaven for that 
much! As for books, I cannot get hold of any, except 
for a book which, written in excellent style, is, 1 believe, 
to be had here. At all events jx^ople keep praising it 
very much, and I have begged the loan of it for mvself 
Should you too like to read it? In this respect, indeed, 
I feel nervous, for the reason that it is so difFu iiIt to 
divine what your taste in books may lx, despite my 
knowledge of your character. Probably you would like 
poetry — the poetry of sentiment and of love making? 
Well, I will send you a book of my own poems. Already 
I have copied out part of the manuscript. 

Everything with me is going well; so pray do not lx 
anxious on my account, beloved. What Thedora told 
you about me was sheer rubbish. Tell her from me that 
she has not been speaking the truth. Yes, do not fail 
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to give this mischief-maker my message. It is not the 
case that I have gone and sold a new uniform. Why 
should I do so, seeing that I have forty roubles of salary 
still to come to me? Do not be uneasy, my darling. 
Thedora is a vindictive woman — merely a vindictive 
woman. We shall yet see better days. Only do you 
get well, my angel — only do you get well, for the love 
of God, lest you grieve an old man. Also, who told you 
that I was looking thin? Slanders again — nothing but 
slanders! I am as healthy as could be, and have grown 
so fat that I am ashamed to be so sleek of paunch. 
Would that were equally healthy! . . . Now good- 
bye, my angi l. I kiss every one of your tiny fingers, 
and remain ever your constant friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

P.S.~ But what is this, dearest one, that you have 
written to me? Why do you place me upon such a 
pedestal ? Mor(‘ov(!r, how could I come and visit you 
frequently? How, I repeat? Of course. I might avail 
myself of the- cover of night; but, alas! the season of 
the year is what it is, and includes no night time to 
speak of. In fact, although, throughout your illness 
and delirium. I scanady left your side for a moment, 

I cannot think how I contrived to do the many things 
that I did. I.ater, I ceased to visit you at all, for the 
reason that people were beginning to notice things, and 
to ask me <iU(!stions, \ et, even so, a scandal has arisen. 
Iheresa I trust thoroughly, for she is not a talkative 
woman, but consider how it will be when the truth 
comes out in its entirety! What then will folk not say 
and think . Nevertheless, be of good cheer, my beloved, 
and regain your lualth. When you have done so we 
will contrive to arrange a rendezvous out of doors. 

June is/. 

My niv loved M.vkar Ai exievhtch, — So eager am I 
to do something that will please and divert you in 
return for your care, for your ceaseless efforts on my 
behalf- in short, for your love for me- that I have 
decided to beguile a leisure hour for you by delving 
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into my locker, and extracting thence the manuscript 
which I send ypu herewith. I began it during the 
happier period of my life, and have continiuxl it at 
intervals since. So often have you asked me about my 
former existence— about my motluT. about Pokrovski, 
about my sojourn with Anna Thedorovna, about my 
more recent misfortunes; so often have you expressed 
an earnest desire to read the manuscript in which (('lod 
knows why) I have recorded certain incidents of my life, 
that I feel no doubt but that the sending of it will give 
you sincere pleasure. Yet somehow I frel depress<'d 
when I read it, for I seem now to have grown tw’ice as 
old as I was when I penned its concluding lines. Ah, 
.Makar Alexicvitch, how w(Mry I am — how this iu'^omnia 
tortures mel Convalescence is indeed a hard thing 
to bear! B. D. 


I 

Up to the age of fourteen, wdum my father died, my 
childhood was the hap|)iest period of my life. It b(‘gan 
very far away from here — in the depths of the province 
of Tula, where my father filled the position of stt^ward 

on the vast estates of the Prince P . Our house was 

situated in one of the Prince’s villages, and we livH‘d a 
(juitd, obscure, but haj)j)y life. A g.iy little child was I 
— my one idea being ( cas(*lessiv to run about the fields 
and the woods and th(‘ gardi-n. No one ever gave me 
a thought, for iny father was always occupied with 
business affairs, and my mother with lier liouseke( j)ing. 
Nor did any one ev< r give me any hssons a ( in umstam c 
for which I was not sorry. At earliest dawn 1 vsonld 
hie me to a pond or a cops(\ or to a hay or a harv< st 
field, where the sun could warm me, and J could loam 
wherever I liked, and scratch my hands with buslies, 
and tear my dothes in pieces, hor this 1 used to get 
blamed afterwards, bik I did not caris 

Had it befallen me never to (juit that village — had it 
befallen me to remain for ever in that spot I should 
always have been Iiap])y; but fate ordained that I 
should leave mv birtfijilace even before my girlhood 

li'ii K'l' -Hrr» 
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had come to an end. In short, I was only twelve years 
old when we removed to St. Petersburg. Ah! how it 
hurts me to recall the mournful gatherings before our 
departure, and to recall how bitterly I wept when the 
time came for us to say farewell to all that I had held so 
dear! I remember throwing myself upon my father's 
n(‘ck, and beseeching him with tears to stay in the 
country a little longer; but he bid me be silent, and 
my mother, adding her tears to mine, explained that 
business matters compelled us to go. As a matter of 

fact, old Prince P had just died, and his heirs had 

dismissed my father from liis post; whereupon, since 
he had a little money privately invested in St. Peters- 
burg, he b(!th()ught him that his personal presence in the 
( af)ital was necessary for the due management of his 
allairs. It was my mother who told me this. Conse- 
quently we sett!(‘(l here in St. Petersburg, and did not 
again move until my father died. 

How difficult I found it to grow accustomed to my 
new life! At the time of our removal to St. Petersburg 
it was autumn— a season wlun, in the country, the 
weather is clear and k(‘en and bright, all agricultural 
labour has come to an t ad. the great sheaves of corn are 
sah'Iy garn(Ted in the b\Te, and the birds are flying 
hither and thither in clamorous flocks. Yes, at that 
season the country is joyous and fair, but luTe in St. 
Petersburg, at the tiim* when we reached the city, we 
encount(*red nothing but rain, bitter autumn frosts, 
(lull skies, iigliru'ss, and crowds of strangers who looked 
hostile, dis( ont( nted, and (hsp()-,(‘d to take offence. 
However, W(* inaiiagi'd to settle down- -though I reniem* 
her that in our lU'u hoiiu' then' was much noise and con- 
fusion as we S(‘t tile establisiunent in order. After this 
m\' father was seldom at home, and inv mother had few 
spar(‘ monn'iits; wlu refore 1 found myself forgotten, 

Ihe first morning after our arrival, when I awoke 
trorn sh'cp, how' sad 1 felt ! I ( (add see that our windows 
looked out upon a drab spac'e ot wall, and that the street 
behnv was htten'd with tilth. Passers-by were few, 
and as they Widkctl they kept muflhng themselves up 
against the cold. 
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Then there ensued days when dullness and depre<;si(ni 
reigned supreme. Scarcely a relative or an acquaint' 
ance did we possess in St. Petersburg, and even Amui 
Thedorovna and my father had come to logt^erheads 
with one another, owing to the fact that he owed lu r 
money. In fact, our only visitors were business caller>, 
and as a rule these came but to wrangle, to argue, and 
to raise a disturbance. Such visits would make m.v 
father look very discontented, and seem out of tem|M*r. 
For hours and hours he would pace the room with a 
frown on his face and a brooding silence on his 
Even my mother did not dare address him at thesr 
times, while, for my own part, 1 used to sit reading 
quietly and humbly in a corner— not venturing to make 
a movement of any sort. 

Three months after our arrival m St. Petemburg 
I was sent to a boarding-school. Here I found iny^t It 
thrown among strange people; here everything was grim 
and uninviting, with teachers continually shouting at 
me, and my fellow-pupils for evtT holding me uj) to 
derision, and myself constantly hiding awkward and 
uncouth. How strict, how exacting was the system’ 
Appointed hours for everything, a common tabic, ever- 
insistent teachers! Theses things simply worried and 
tortured me. Never from the first eould I sleep, but 
used to weej) many a chill, \v(‘ary nigiit aw.iy. In the 
evenings every one w'ould have to repeat or to liMrii her 
lessons. As I crouched over a dialogue or a vo( abiihu v, 
without daring even to stir, how my thoughts would 
turn to the chimney-corner at home, to my father, to 
my mother, to my old nurse, to the tabs whi<di the lattei 
had been used to tell! How sad it all was! The 
memory of the merest trifh* at home would please me, 
and I would think and think how niee things used to be 
at home. Once more I would Ixi sitting in our little 
parlour at tea with my parents in the fiunihar littlf! 
parlour where everything wjis snug and wann! How 
ardently, how convulsively I would sixth to be embrac- 
ing my mother! Thus I would jMmrler, until at length 
tears of sorrow would softly gu'^li forth and choke rny 
bosom, and drive tlie lessons out of my head. I‘or 
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I never could master the tasks of the morrow; no matter 
how much my mistress and fellow-pupils might gird 
at mcs no matter how much I might repeat my lessons 
over and over to myself, knowledge never came with 
the morning. Consequently I used to be ordered the 
kneeling punishment, and given only one meal in the 
day. How dull and dispirited I used to feel! From the 
first my fellow-pupils used to tease and deride and mock 
me whenever I was saying my lessons. Also, they used 
to j)inrlj me as we were on our way to dinner or tea, and 
to make groundit ss ( omplaintsof me to the head mistress. 
On the otlier hand, how heavenly it seemed when, on 
Sat\irday evening, my old nurse arrived to fetch me! 
How I would embrace the old woman in transports of 
joy! After dr('s-iing me, and wrapping me up, she would 
find that she could scarcely keep pace with me on the 
way liome, so full was I of chatter and tales about one 
thing and another. 'Mien, when I had arrived home 
metry and lightlieartt'd, how fervently I would embrace 
my parents, as though I liad not seen them for ten years. 
Sudi a fussing would t)i«‘re be — such a talking and a 
t(‘lling of tab 'I'o (‘very om* I would run with a greet- 
ing, and laugh, and giggle, .ind scamper about, and skip 
for v(’ry joy, line, my l.itlua* and 1 used to have grave 
conversations about h ssons ,ind teachers and tJie Fnmch 
language and gr.munar; yet we were all vvvy happy and 
contented togt ther. hAtm now it tin ills me to think of 
tliose moments. For my tather’s sake 1 tried hard to 
lea in rny lessons, for I could see that he was spending 
liis last kopeck upon me, and hiniNelf subsisting (md 
knows how. Kvery day li<‘ grew nu^e morose and dis- 
conttnted aiul irritable; every day bis character kept 
elianging for tlie worse. H(' had sutterod rm influx of 
ilebts, nor were his busim-ss atfaii's prospering. As 
lor my mother, slu' was afraid (‘viai to say a word, or 
to wt'ep aloud, for fe.u of still further angering him. 
(iradually she sickened, gr<‘\v thinner and thinner, and 
bet ame taken with a painful cough. Whenever 1 
reacht‘d home from schc>oI I would find every otic low- 
spiiited, and my motlu'r '^bedding siK nt tears, and my 
father raging. Bickering and high words would arise, 
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during which my father was wont to declare that, thougli 
he no longer derived the smallest pleasure or relaxa- 
tion from life, and had spent his last coin ii}X)n niy 
education, I had not yet miistered the French language. 
In short, everything began to go wrong, to turn to 
unhappiness: and for that circumstance my hither took 
vengeance upon m>^clf and my mother. How he 
could treat my poor mother so 1 cannot undei'stand. 
It used to rend my heart to see her, so hollow were her 
cheeks becoming, so sunken her eves, so hectic her face. 
But it was ciiietly around myself that the disputt s raged 
Though beginning only with some Iriile, they would S(H>n 
go on to (lOd knows what. Freqiiiaitly even 1 myselt 
did not know to what they related. Ainthing and 
everything would enter into them, for my fatlier woultl 
say that 1 was an utter dunci* at tlie French language; 
that the head mistress of mv school was a stuf>id. common 
sort of women who canal nothing for morals; th.il he 
(my father) had not vet succeeded in obtaining anotlier 
post; that Lamonde's (iiaminar was a wretched hook 
--^•ven a worse one than ZajxiFkrs; that a great deal 
of money had been s(|uandi‘red upon me; (hat it was 
rh‘ar tliat I was wasting mv tinu‘ m rejn'atmg dialogm's 
and vocabularic’s ; that I alone was at fault, and that 
I must answer for evervtliing. Vet this did not ;mse 
from any itani of love for nu* on th<* part of rnv falin'r, 
but rather from tin* fact that lie was incapable of putting 
himself m my own and my mother’s plac<-. It (Mine of a 
defec t of character. 

All these cares and worries and disap|X)intm“nts 
tortured my jxior fathcT until lie bc'c.unc! inoodv and 
distrustful. Nh'xt Ii(‘ l)eg.in to neglect his health; 
with the result tliat, catching a dull, he dicai, after a 
siiort illness, so suddenly and unexjx’ctedly that for a 
few (lavs we were almost bc'sidc; oui‘-elv( s with the* slio« k 
— my motlier, in particular, lying h^r a wiul<* in su< h a 
state of torpor that* I had fears for her reason. Fhe 
instant my father was dead creditors v*ernc(l to spring 
up out of the ground, and to assail us cn masse. I.ve iy- 
thing that we possessed had to lx* '-urrendered to tlienn 
including a little house which my father had bought 
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six months after our arrival in St. Petersburg. How 
matters were finally settled I do not know, but we found 
ourselves roofless, sliclterless, and without a copper. 
My mother was grievously ill, and of means of subsistence 
we had none. Before us there loomed only ruin, sheer 
min. At the tiiiie I was fourteen years old. Soon 
afterwards Anna 'I'hedorovna came to see us, saying 
ihat she was a lady of proptTty and our relative; and 
this my mother confirmed — though, true, she added 
that Anna was only a very distant relative. Anna had 
never taken the leiist notice of us during my father's 
lifetime, yet now she entered our j)resence with tears in 
her eyes, and an assurance that she meant to better our 
fortunes. Having (‘ondoled with us on our loss and 
destitute position, she added that my father had been 
to hkune for everything, in that he had lived beyond 
hi^ means, and taken upon himself more than he was 
able to perform. Also, she expressed a wish to draw 
closer to us, and to forget old scores; and when my 
mother explained that, for her own part, she harboured 
no resentment against Anna, the latter burst into tears, 
and. hurrying my mother away to church, then and there 
<>rdt ied Mass to be said for the “ dear departed," as 
she called my father. In this manner she effected a 
solemn reconciliation with my mother. 

Next, after long negotiations and vacillations, coupled 
with much vivid description of our destitute position, 
our desolation, and our lielplessness, Anna invited us to 
pay her (as sIk' expressed it) a " letuin visit." For this 
my mother duly thanked her, and considered the invita- 
tion for a while; after which, seeing that there was 
nothing else to be done, sh(‘ informed Anna Ihedorovna 
that she was prepared giatefuily to accept her oiler. 
Ah, how I remember the morning when we removed to 
Vassihevski Island! ^ It was a ch^ar, dry, frosty morn- 
ing in autumn. My motiier couM not restrain her tears, 
and I too felt depicssed. Nav, inv very heart set'med 
to be breaking under a strange, undelined load of sorrow. 
How teriible it all seemed! 

* A quarter ot St. IVtersburg. 
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At first — that is to say. until my mother and nivsi lf 
grew used to our new abode— we found living at Anna 
Thedorovna*s both strange and disagreeable. The hou^r 
was her own, and contained five rooms, three of whirl i 
she shared with my orphaned cousin. Saslia (whom she 
had brought up from babyhood), a fourth was occupied 
by my motlier and myself, and the fifth was rented of 
Anna by a poor student named Pokrovski. Although 
Anna lived in good style— in far better style than might 
have been expected — her means and Ikt avocation were 
conjectural. Never was she at rest; lu ver was slie mu 
busy with some mysterious something or otlier. AIm*. 
she possessed a wide and varied circle of friends. 1 he 
stream of callers was perpetual — although (iod onlv 
knows who tliey were, or what their business was. No 
sooner did my mother hear the door-bell ring than 
off she would carry me to our own aparlnu'iit. This 
greatly displeased Anna, who used again and again 
to assure my mother that we were too proud for oui 
station in life. In fact, she would sulk for hours about 
it. At th(' time I could not understand these reproai hes, 
and it was not until long afterwards that I learnt' or 
rather, I guessed -why eventually my motiier declart‘d 
that .she could not go on living with Anna. Vis, Anna 
was a bad woman. Never did she let us alone. As to 
the exact motive whv she had asked us to corni’ and 
share her house with lier I am still in th(‘ dark. At first 
she was not altogether unkind to us, but, later, die 
revealed to us her r(‘al character as ^onu. that is to say. 
as she saw that we wen* at her men v. and had nowhere 
else to go. Yes, in early days she was ijuite kind to 
me — even offensively so, but afterwaids I had to syffi i 
as much as rny mother. Constantly did Anna re 
proach us; constantly did she n mind us of hrr bene- 
factions, and introduce us to her friends as poor relatives 
of hers w’hom, out of goodness of heart and f(;r the love 
of Christ, she had reicivnl into her bosom. At table, 
also, she would watch every nionthlul that we took; 
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and if our appetite failed, immediately she would begin 
as before, and reiterate that we were over-dainty, 
that we must not assume that riches would mean happi- 
ness, and that we had better go and live by ourselves. 
Moreover, she never ceased to inveigh against my father 
— saying that he had sought to be better than other 
people, and tliereby had brought himself to a bad end; 
tliat he had left his wihj and daughter destitute; and 
that, but for the fact that we had happened to meet 
with a kind and sym[)ath(‘tic Christian soul, God alone 
kne‘W wheni we should have laid our heads, save in the 
.street. What did that \\oman not say? To hear her 
was not so much galling as disgusting. ITi^rn time 
to time my mother would burst into tears; her health 
grew wors(‘ from day to day, and her body was becoming 
sheer skin and bont?. All the whil(^ too, we had to work 
— to work from morning till night, for we had contrived 
to obtain some emjilovment as occasional sempstresses. 
'Hus, however, did n<jt please Anna, who us(;d to tell 
us that thtT(‘ w.is no room in her house for a modiste’s 
establrJiment. \vi we had to get clothes to wear, to 
provi<le for unforeseen expenses, and to have a little 
money at our disposal in case we should some day wish 
to HMiiove <‘lsewh(!re. rnfortiinately the strain iinder- 
muK'd my mother’s h(\dth. and she became gradually 
weaker. Sickiu '^s, like a cankerworm, was gnaumg at 
her hl(', and dicgging her towards the tomb. Well could 
1 see what she was enduring, what shi' was suttering. 
Yes. it all lav ('pi'U to mv eves 

Day suc('e('ded day, and each d'U' was like tlie last 
one, Wt' hvi'd a life a.s (jund as thoiigli we had been in 
tiie country. Anna herself grew epneter in pn)portion 
as she caiiK' to lealise the extiait of her power o\’er ns. 
In nothing did we dan* to thwart her. h'rom lier portion 
of tln' liouse our apartnu'ut was divided by a corridor, 
whih‘ next to us (as mentioned abovr) dwelt a certain 
Pokrovski, who w .is mgaged in U\\ch\n'^ Sasha tin* h'nmch 
and iiennan languages, as as lustorv and geography 
“ all the sciences.” as Anna used to say. In return for 
tlu'sr services Ik' receivt'd free board and lodging. As 
lor Sasha, she was a clevtT, but rude and uncouth, f.irl of 
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thirteen. On one oceasion Anna reinarktnl to mv r 
it b{.‘ ^is Wi'li i( I ai^^> wrre to lakt* 

les>on‘'. that ni\- edueation liad h<'en n-i’Iectiai at 

school ; and. iny nu.iLcr ]o\inllv a-Mniiiii^, 1 \ou\cd 
Sasha for a year in vtiuhin- und. r ihi> l^okrovski. 

1 he latter wa'^ a pot)r - a \ <'r\' |)<mr \ ouni; man w Ih'si* 

h(‘alth woiiltl not |Hrmit of ins imcu rt.ikm,;; the r(‘:;;i!ar 
unuarsity course. Indeid, it was (»nl\‘ (or (orm’s sa.ke 
that \\(* c.ilhal him “ 1 hr Mini, nt.” Hr lu’ed m sui h a 
quiet. hiimh!r. reliimi^ hishmu that :ie\er a sound le.u h< d 
us trom lus room. AKit. his extriior was p< ( nhar lu' 
moved and walked aw kw ardl\ . .md utt.:r<i his \\,.ids 
in ^iK'h a strange mamur tliat at liist I (mild n,-\rr look 
at him without lau.qinn.e Sasha w.ts (or evrr pki\m.i; 
tricks upon lurn- more esj)r( i.div wh. u h(‘ was piviii;; us 
ourless(.ns. But unfortunatelw he was of a t( iujm lanirnt 
as eX( llal)h‘ as hetsrlf Indeed, he Was so iirHahle 
that the le.ist trifle would send him into a fien/\’. ami s( t 
him shoulin^^ at us, and (auuj*laimn,i< of our (ondiKt. 
Someliiuts he would even rush away («► his ntom luloie 
sdw'ol hours Were r)ver. and su tia ie for (la\s oyer his 
books, of whith he had a store that w.is b. th raie . nd 
valuable. In .iddilion, he ac'ttd as teat her .it .another 
establishment, and recaavial j).i\*ment (or Ins "<im(('s 
there; .md win never he h.id re<<ived his fees for this 
extia work he would h.isti n (»tl .ind pun li.t ^* more hooks. 

In tiiia* I pait to kimw .md hki him better, («»i m 
re.ihtv he was a :;ood. worthv fellow moi e 1 haii .m\ o( 
the p( (*ple with whom w e otlaa w .v,. < .mie m < oiit.n t. .My 
m<»ther in |)arthul.ir had .1 pn .it resp. m for him, and, 
after h« rself, he w.is m\' best tnend l;m .it hist I w.is 
pist an o\(iy;rown Imvdeii, .and jom«<i ^.isha in j lavin/.; 
the fool lo»r hours we would d( vise tlK ks to .ms ! ,,ild 
<hstra(. t him. for he hjoked ext r« iialy i idaiih ms u n 
w .IS aiuu'v, .md so div < 1 1< d 1: > t h< 11. on (. Ii.iih. (1 1 i ■ .( 

I am U(>w to admit it). Ihit (m<e, wh( n we ha(l (iijv(n 
Inm ne.iiiv to n ..is, Mie.ird him ^.i\ {<> hmiM ]{ imd, i j^s 
brc,ith. “ W h.it ( nn‘l children ' ” .md mst mt 1 \ I n p< nte<i 
-—I 1 ' '^ 11 to feel " ai .md .isJi.mjr d ,md s<,nv for i.im. 

I ridd. md to mv . .uo, .-nd -d him, almoU with 
ttars, not to mind im, nor to t.da- oil- n<,e at (an slnpid 
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jests. Nevertheless, without finishing the lesson, he 
closed his book, and departed to his own room. All that 
day I felt tom with remorse. To think that we two 
children had forced iiim, the poor, the unhappy one. to 
remember hi-, hard lot! And at night I could not sleep 
for grief and n'grct. Remorse is said to bring relief to the 
soul, but it is not so. How far my grief was internally 
connected with rny conceit I do not know, but at least 
1 did not wish him to tliink me a baby, seeing that I had 
now reached the age of fifteen years. Therefore, from 
that day onwards I began to torture my imagination 
with devising a thousand sclu-mes which should compel 
Pokrovski to alt(?r hi;> opinion of me. At the same time, 
being yet shy and nistTved by nature, I ended by finding 
that, in my present position, I could make up my mind 
to nothing but vague dreams (and such dreams!). How- 
ever, 1 ( iMsed to join Sasha in playing the fool, whih* 
Pokrovski, for his part, ceased to lose liis temper with 
us so much. Unfortunately this was not enough to satisfy 
my self-esteem. 

At this point I must ^av a few words about tlu* 
strangest, tie' most interesting, the most pitiable human 
being tliat 1 have ev('r come across. I sp<'ak of him 
now at this partii ular point in these memoirs — for the 
re.ison that hitlierto I had paid him no attemtion what- 
<‘vei. and began to do so now only because everything 
coniK'cted with Pokrovski had suddenly become of 
absorbing interest m my eyes. 

SouK’t lines tlHue came to the house a lagged, poorly- 
dressrd, gn^y headed. awkwaid, amorphous — in short, a 
\eiv str.uige looking little old mail. At first glance 
i( might hav<‘ been thought that he was perpetually 
ashaiui'd of souu'thiug that he had on his conscience 
stuntghmg winch always made him, as it wen', bristle 
up and then shrink into himself. Such curious starts 
and gimi.ices did he indulge in that oik* was forced to 
coudude that he was scaicdy iu'his right mind. On 
aniving ht* u'ould halt for a while bv the window' in 
the hall, as though afraid to (uter; until, should any 
one happt'ii to pass in or out of tlu* door— whether 
Sasha or mvself or one of the servants (to the latter he 
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alwa\-s resorted the most readily, as beinej the most 
nearly akin to his own class) — he would Ix'gin to gesticu- 
late and to beckon to that person, and to make various 
signs. Then, should the pei^m in question nod to him. 
or call him by name (the recugmsed token that no otliei 
visitor was present, imd that lie might enter freely), he 
would open the door gently, give a smile of satisfaction 
as he nibbed his hands together, and proceed on tiptoe 
to young Pokrovski s room. This old fellow was nom 
other than Pokrovski’s fathei 

Later I came to kmnv his stoiv in detail. I'ormeih* 
a civil serviuit, he had possessed no adilitional means, 
and so had occupied a veiy low and insignificant 
jiosition in the sc'rvict'. Tlu-n. after his first wife (mother 
of the younger Pokrovski) had dieil, the widower Ih‘- 
thouglit him of marrying a second tinu'. and took to 
liimself a tradesman’s daughter, who soon assumed the 
reins over everything, and brought tin* home to rack 
and ruin, so tliat tlie old man was woi-se off tliaii before. 
But to the vounger Pokrovski f^ite piovasl kiudei. f«)i 
a ldn(l(»wner named Hwikov, win* hail formerly known 
the lad’s father and been his benefaitoi , took the 1k)V 
under liis protection, and s< nl him to scIkm)!. Anolhei 
reason why this pAvikov look an mteii'^t in young 
Pokrovski was that lu‘ had known the lad’s dead iiothei . 
who, while still a sen’ing maid, ha<l br(*n Ix-liiended \^\• 
Anna Thedorovna, and subsecjuently manied to the 
eldei Pokrovski. At the wedding Hwikov, actuated 1)\' 
his fiienilship for Anna, conferred u|>on tie* young biido 
a dowry of five* thousand roubles, but whither that 
money had since disappeari'd I c.imiot say. It was 
from Anna's lij')s that I iieaid the story, for the studiait 
I^okrovski was never j)rone to talk about his f.imilv 
affairs. His mother w.is sael to have been %’ery good- 
looking; wherefore it is the more mystfrioiis why she 
should have made so jx)or a match. She djed wliin 
young — only four years after her i'sj)ou''ciI 

From school the young Pokrovski advanced to a 
gymnasium,* and thence to the University, wh»Te 
Hwikov (wlio frequently visited the cajatal) contime d 
* Secondary .s< 
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to accord the youth his protection. Gradually, how- 
ever, ill-health put an end to the young man’s university 
course; whereuf)on Bwikov introduced and personally 
recommended him to Anna Thedorovna, and he came 
to lodge with her on condition that he taught Sasha 
whatever might be required of him. 

(irief at the harsliness of his wife led the elder Pokrov- 
ski to plunge into dissipation, and to remain in an almost 
permanent condition of drunkenness. Constantly his 
wih* b(?at him, or sent him to sit in the kitchen; with 
the result that in tim(* he became so inured to blows and 
neglect that he ceased to complain. Still not greatly 
advanced in years, he had nevertheless endangered his 
r(‘ason through evil courses — his only sign of decent 
human fe(*ling being his love for his son. The latter 
was said to res('mhle his dead mother as one pea may 
resemble another. What lecolhxtions, therefore, of the 
kind hclpmtiet of former days may not have moved the 
breast of the |x>()r broken old man to this boundless 
atlec tion for tlH‘ boy? Of naught else could the father 
ever speak but of his son, .ind nev(.T did he fail to visit 
him twice a wvok. To < (>me oftener he did not dare, 
for tlie H'ason that the youngtT Pokrovski did not like 
thes(‘ visits of his fath(;r’s. In fact, there can Ixi no 
doubt that th(' youth's greatest fault was his lack of 
lili.d rt'spect. Vet tht' father was certainly ratlier a 
dilhcult person to deal with, for, in the first place, he 
was extremely inquisitive, while, in the second place, 
his long-vvindi‘d ctuiversation and questions— (piestions 
of the most va[)id and senseIe^s ordiT conceivable- - 
always prevented tla* son from working. Likewise the 
old man oci asionally arri\a*d tliere drunk. Gradually, 
liowever, the son was W(*aning liis parent from his 
VM ions ways «md everlasting in(|uisitiveness, and teach- 
ing ihe old man to look upon him, his son, as an oracle, 
and rievtT to s[)eak without that son’s permission. 

On the subject of Iris Petinka. as he called liim, the 
poor old man could never sulticiently rhapsodise and 
rlilate. \et w'hen lie arrived to se<' his son he almost 
invar i.ibly had on his face a downcast, timid expression 
that was probably due to inuoitainty concerning the 
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way in which he would be received. For a loni^ time he 
would hesitate to enter, and if I hapjxmed to be there 
he would question me for twenty minutes or so as to 
whether his Petinka w.is in hccdtli, as well as to 

the sort of mood he was in. wh<*ther he was eni::ai^rd on 
matters of im|H)rtance, what j>reciselv he was doin^ 
(writing or meditating), aiul so on l lien, when I had 
sutiieiently encoiira-ed and uassuied the old man, he 
would make up lus mind tt> entei. .nul quietly and 
cautiously ofxui tlu* door. Ne.xt !.e would protiude his 
head througli the clunk, and if he saw that his son was 
not angry, but threw Inm a nod. he wtiultl glide luuse- 
iessly into tlie room, take oil liis seaif. and liang up his 
hat (the latter [KTeimiallv in a Ixul stat(‘ of h j>air, full 
of holes, and with a smashed linm th«‘ whole being 
done without a word or a souml of anv kiiul. Next tlu* 
old man would seat Inmself wanly on a chair, and, 
never removing his ( yes from his son. folh»w his every 
movi'nient, i\s tlunigh seeking to gauge IV linka’s stale 
of mind. On the other hand, il tin* son was not in 
good sj)irits, the father would make a note* ot tiie fai t, 
.ind at once g<*i up, saying tlial he had " only e. tiled 
for a minute or two,” that, ” having b(‘<‘n out for a 
long walk, and hafiptuiing at tie* mommt to 1 h‘ passing,” 
he had ” looked in for a moment’s rest.” I le u silenily 
and humbly the old man would resume his hat .uid 
scarf; softly he would open tiie door, and nois« iessly 
dej)art with a forced smil(‘ on his fare--lh(‘ belter to 
b(‘ar tli(‘ disappointment which was s(*ethmg in liis 
bn ast. tlie better to help him md to show it to his soti. 

On the other hand, whem-Ner the sr.n reteivtnl his 
father (ivilly the old man would l>e stnn k dumh with 
joy. Satisfaction would beam in his face, m his (‘vtrv 
gesture, in his every m()vement And if the son deigned 
to enge.ge in conversation with lum, the r^ld man aU.avs 
rose a little from his chair, ami answered softly, synn 
patheiK ally, with • s<jmething like rev( n in e. while 
strenuously endeavouring to rnak(* use of the most 
rtxJu'n hj (that is to say, tlie most ndi< ulmis) expressions. 
But, alas! he had nut the gift ui words. Alwa\s he 
grew confused, and turnerl nil m the face; m v*t did 
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ho know what to do with his hands or with himself. 
Likewise, whenever he had returned an answer of any 
kind, he would go on repeating the same in a whisper, as 
though he were seeking to justify what he had just said. 
And if lie happened to have returned a good answer he 
would begin to preen himself, and to straighten his 
waistcoat, frockcoat, and tie, and to assume an air of 
conscious dignity. Indeed, on these occasions he would 
feel so encouraged, he would cdiWy his daring to such a 
j)itc]i, that, rising softly from his chair, he would ap])roach 
the bookshelves, take thcncc a book, and read over to 
himself some passage or another. All this he would do 
with an air of feigned indifference and sangfroid, as 
though he were free always to use his .son’s books, and 
his son’s kindness were no rarity at all. Yet on one 
occasion I saw the poor old fellow actually turn pale on 
being told by his son not to touch the books. Abashed 
and confus(‘(l, he, in his awkward hurry, replaced the 
volume wrong side uppermost; whereupon, with a 
supreme effort to recover himself, he turned it round 
witfi a smile and a blush, as though he were at a loss 
how to view his own misdemeanour. Gradually, as 
already said, the younger Pokrovski weaned his father 
Irom ins dissipated ways by giving him a small coin 
whenever, on three successive occasions, lu* (the father) 
arrived sober. Sometinu'S, also, the younger man 
would buy the older one shoes, or a tie, or a waistcoat ; 
whereaft(‘r the old man wmdd be as proud of his acquisi- 
tion as a peacock. Not infrequently, also, the old man 
would step in to visit ours<‘lvcs, and bring Sasha and 
myself gingerbread birds or apples, while talking 
unctM^^ingly of Petinka. Always he would beg of us to 
pay attention to our lessons, on the plea that Petinka 
was a good son, an exemplary son, a son who was in 
twofold measure a man of learning; after which he 
would wink at us so quizzingly with his left eye, and 
twist himself about in such amusing fashion, that we 
were forced to burst out laughing. My mother had a 
great liking for him, but he detested Anna Thedorovna — 
although in her presence he would be quieter than water 
and lowlier than the earth. 
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Soon after this I ceased to take lessons of Pokrovski. 
Even now he thought me a child, a raw schoolgirl, as 
much as he did Sasha ; and this hurt me extremely, seeing 
that I had done so much to expiate my former behaviour. 
Of my efforts in this direction no notice had been taken, 
and the fact continued to anger me more and more, 
Scarcely ever did I address a word to my tutor between 
school hours, for I simply could not bring myself 
to do it. If I made the attempt I only grew red and 
confused, and rushed away to weep in a corner. How 
it would all have ended I do not know, had not a curious 
incident helped to bring about a rapprochement. One 
evening, when my motlier was sitting in Anna The- 
dorovna’s room, I crept on tiptoe to Pokrovski's apart- 
ment, in the belief that he was not at home. Sonu' 
strange impulse moved me to do so. True, we had 
lived cheek by jowl with one another; yet never ome 
had I caught a glimpse of his abode. Conse(iuently my 
heart beat loudlv-- so lotidly, indeed, that it seemed 
almost to be bursting from my breast. On entering the 
room I glanced around me with tense interest. Ihe 
apartment was very poorly furnished, and bore few 
traces of orderliness. On table and chairs ther(‘ lav 
heaps of books; everywhen* W(‘r(' books and j)aj)ers 
rhen a strange thouglit entered my head, as W(‘ll as, 
with the thought, an unpleasant fet‘ling of irritation. 
It seemed to me that my friendship, my luMii’s ai'hrtion, 
meant little to him, for he was well-educated, whereas 
/ was stupid, and had learnt nothing, and had read not a 
single book. So J stood looking wistfully at tin* Iciig 
bookshelves wluTe they groaned under their w(*ight of 
volumes. I felt filled with grief, disappointment, and 
a sort of frenzy. I felt that I read those* books, 

and decided to do so-^ to read them one by one, and 
with all j)0ssible speed. Probably the idea was that, bv 
learning whatsoev(‘r A ’ knew, I should render myself more 
worthy of his friendship. So I made a rush towards the 
bookcase nearest me, and, without stopjiing further to 
consider matters, seized hold of the first dusty tome; u]>on 
whicli my hands chanced to alight, and, reddening <md 
growing pale by turns, and trembling with fear and 



Poor Folk 


36 

excitement, clasped the stolen book to my breast with the 
intention of reading it by candle light while my mother 
lay asleep o* nights. 

But how vexed I felt when, on returning to our own 
room, and hastily turning the pages, only an old, battered 
worm-eaten Latin work greeted my eyes! Without loss 
of time I retraced my steps. Just when I was about to 
replace the book I heard a noise in the corridor outside, 
and the sound of footsteps approaching. Fumblingly 
I hastened to complete what I was about, but the tire- 
some book had become so tightly wedged into its row 
that, on being pulled out. it caused its fellows to close 
up too compactly to leave any place for their comrade. 
I'o insert the book was beyond my strength ; yet still I 
kept pushing and pushing at the row. At last the rusty 
nail which supported the shelf (the thing seemed to have 
been waiting on purpose for that moment!) broke off 
short; with the result that the shelf descended with a 
crash, and the books piled themselves in a heap on the 
floor ! Then the door of the room opened, and Pokrovski 
entered I 

I must here remark that he never could bear to have 
his possessions tampered with. Woe to the person, in 
particular, who touched his books! Judge, therefore, 
of my horror when books small and great, books of every 
possible shaj)e and size and thickness, came tumbling 
from the shelf, and flew and sprang over the table, and 
under the chairs, and about the whole room. I would 
have turned and lied, but it was too late. “ All is over ! " 
thought I. “ All is over! 1 am ruined, I am undone! 
Hen‘ have I been playing the fool like a ten-year-old 
eliiid I What a stupid girl I am ! The monstrous fool ! ” 

Indeed, Pokrovski was very angry. “ What? Have 
you not done enough?” he cried. “Are you not 
ashamed to be for ever indulging in such pranks? Are 
you fiarr going to grow' sensible?” With that he 
darted forward to pick up the books, while 1 bent down 
to help him. 

“ You need not, you need not! “ he went on. “ You 
would hav'e done far better not to have entered without 
an invitation.” 
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Next, a little mollified by my humble demeanour, he 
resumed in his usual tutorial tone — the tone which he 
had adopted in his new-found role of preceptor: 

When are you going to grow steadier and more 
thoughtful ? Consider yourself for a moment. You arc 
no longer a child, a little girl, but a maiden of fifteen." 

Then, with a desire (probably) to satisfy himself that 
I was no longer a being of tender years, he tlirew me 
a glance — but straightway reddened to his very (Mrs. 
This I could not understand, but stood gazing at him 
in astonishment. Presently he straightened himself a 
little, approached me with a sent of ('onfiised expres- 
sion, and haltingly said sometliing -probably it was 
an apology for not haying Ixdore jxuc tMved tiiat I was 
now a grown-up young person. But the next moment 
I understood. What I did I hardly know, save that, in 
my dismay and confusion, I blushed even more liotly 
than he had done and, covering my face with my hands, 
rushed from the room. 

What to do with myself for shame I could not think. 
The one thouglit in my head was that h(‘ had surj)rised 
me in his room. For thive whole days I fo\md myself 
unable to raise my eyes to his, but blushed always to 
tlie point of weeping. The strangest and most confustMl 
of thoughts kept entering my brain. One of them — the 
most extravagant — was that I should dearly like to go 
to Pokrovski, and to explain to him the situation, and 
to make full confession, and to tell Ihm everything 
without concealment, and to assure him tliat I had not 
aetcal foolishly iis a minx, but hoiK'stly and of set pur- 
}X)se. In fact, 1 did make up my mind to take tliis 
course, but lacked the necessary courage to do it. If I 
had done so what a hgure I should have cut ! liven now 
I am ashamed to think of it. 

A few days later my mother suddenly fell dangerously 
ill. For two days past she had not left her bed, wlnlc 
during the third night of her illness she becaimt seiz(‘d 
with fever and delirium. I also had not cIos<‘(l my eyes 
during the previous night, but now waited u|xjn my 
mother, sat by her bed, brought her drink at intervals, 
and gave her medicine at duly appointed hours. The 
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next night I suffered terribly. Every now and then 
sleep would cause me to nod, and objects grow dim before 
my eyes. Also, my head was turning dizzy, and I could 
have fainted for very weariness. Yet always my 
mother's feeble moans recalled me to myself as I started, 
momentarily awoke, and then again felt drowsiness over- 
coming me. What torture it was ! I do not know, I can- 
not clearly remember, but I think that, during a moment 
when wakefulness was thus contending with slumber, a 
strange dream, a horrible vision, visited my overwrought 
brain, and I awoke in terror. The room was nearly in 
darkness, for the candle was flickering, and throwing 
stray berims of light which suddenly illuminated the 
room, danced for a moment on the walls, and then dis- 
appeared. Somehow I felt afraid — a sort of horror had 
come upon me — my imagination had been over-excited 
by the evil dream which I had experienced, and a feeling 
of oj)pression was crushing my heart. ... I leapt from 
the cliair, and involuntarily uttered a cry — a cry wrung 
from me by the terrible, torturing sensation that was 
upon me. Presently the door opened, and Pokrovski 
entered. 

1 remember that I was in his arms when I recovered 
my senses. Carefully seating me on a bench, he handed 
me a glass of water, and then asked me a few questions — 
though how I answered them I do not know. " You 
yourself are ill," he said as he took my hand. " You 
yourself are rurv ill. You are feverish, and I can see 
that you are knocking yourself up through your neglect 
of your own health. Take a little rest. Lie down and 
go to sleep. Yes, lie down, lie down," he continued 
without giving me time to protest. Indeed, fatigue had 
so exhausted my strength that my eyes were closing 
from very weakness. So I lay down on the bench with 
the intention of sleeping for half an hour only; but I 
slept till morning. Pokrovski then awoke me, saying 
that it was time for me to go and give my mother her 
nu’dirine. 

When the lu'xt evening, about eight o'clock, I had 
rested a little and was preparing to sj)end the night in a 
chair beside my motlier (fixedly meaning no^ to go to 
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sleep this time), Pokrovski suddenly knocked at the door. 
I opened it, and he informed me that, since, possibly. I 
might find the time wearisome, he had brought me a few 
books to read. I accepted the books, but do not. even 
now, know what books they were, nor whether I looked 
into them, despite the fact that I never closed mv eyes 
the whole night long. The truth was that a strange' 
feeling of excitement was preventing me from sh'ejung, 
and I could not rest long in any one s])ot, but had to 
keep rising from my chair, and walking about the room. 
Throughout my whole being thc'ie seemed to be ditliised 
a kind of elation— of elation at Pokrovski s attentions, 
at the thought that he was anxious and uneasy about me. 
Until dawn I pondered and dre.uiK'd; and thoiigli, I 
felt sure, Pokrovski would not again visit us that night. 
1 gave myself up to fancies concerning wliat he might 
do the following evening. 

That evening, when every one else in the house had 
retired to rest, Pokrovski opened his door, and opened 
a conversation from the threshold of Iiis room. 
Although, at this distance of time, I cannot rcmcinlxu 
a word of what we said to one another, 1 rtinember that 
I blushed, grew confused, felt vexed with myself, and 
awaited with impatience the end of tlu' conversation - 
although I myself had been longing for the m('(‘ting to 
take place, and had spent the day in dreaming of it, and 
devising a string of suitable questions and replies. \'('s, 
that evening saw the first strand in our fiiendshij) 
knitted; and eacli subsequent night of my mol hers 
illness wc spent several hours together. Little by litth' 
I overcame his reserve, but found that each of thest' 
conversations left me filled with a sense of vexation at 
myself. At the saiiu' time, I could se<^ with secret jov 
and a sense of proud elation that I was leading him to 
forget his tiresome books. At last the conversation 
turned jestingly upon the upsetting of the shelf. Th<* 
moment was a peculiar one, for it came upon me just 
when I was in the right mood for self-revelation and 
candour. In my ardour, my curious phase of exaltation, 
I found mvself led to make a full confession of th(i fart 
tliat I had become wishful to learn, to know, something. 
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since I had felt hurt at being taken for a chit, a mere 
baby. ... I repeat that that night I was in a ver> 
strange frame of mind. My heart was inclined to be 
tender, and there were tears standing in my eyes. Noth- 
ing did I conced as I told him about my friendsliip for 
him, about my desire to love him, about my scheme for 
living in sympathy with him, and comforting him, and 
making his life easier. In return he threw me a look of 
confusion mingled with astonishment, and said nothing. 
Then suddenly I began to feel terribly pained and dis- 
appointed, for I conceived that he had failed to under- 
stand me, or even that he might be laughing at me. 
Bursting into tears like a child, I sobbed, and could not 
stop myself, for I had fallen into a kind of fit ; whereupon 
he seized my hand, kissed it, and clasped it to his breast 
— saying various things, meanwhile, to comfort me, for 
he was labouring under a strong emotion. Exactly 
what he said 1 do not remem l)er — I merely wept and 
laughed by turns, and blushed, and found myself unable 
to speak a word for joy. Yet, for all my agitation, I 
noticed that about him there still lingered an air of 
constraint and uneasiness. Evidently he was lost in 
wonder at my enthusiasm and raptures — at my curiously 
ardent, une.\pectcd, consuming friendship. It may be 
that at first he was amazed, but that afterwards he 
accepted my devotion and words of invitation and 
expressions of interest with the same simple frankness 
as I had offered them, and responded to th(‘m with an 
interest, a friendliness, a devotion ccpial to my own, 
even as a friend or a brother would do. How happy, 
how warm was the feeling in my heart! Nothing had 
I ('onc(\ded or represst‘d. No, 1 had bared all to his 
sight, and each day would see him draw nearer to me. 

'fruly I could not say what we did not talk about 
during those painful, yet rapturous, hours when, by the 
trembling light of a lamp, and almost at the very bed- 
sidi' of my poor sick mother, wc kept midnight tryst. 
Whatsoever first came into our heads we spoke of — 
whatsoever came riven from our hearts, whatsoever 
seemed to call for utterance, found voice. And almost 
always we were happy. What a grievous, yet joyous, 
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period it was — a period grievous and joyous at the same 
time! To this day it both hurts and delights n\v to 
reaill it. Joyous or bitter though it was, its memories 
are yet painful. At least they st'om so to me, tliovigh 
a certain sweetness assuaged the pain. So whenever 1 
am feeling heartsick and oppn^sst‘d and jaded and sad 
those memories return to fnsiu‘n and revive mo. t ven 
as drops of evening dew return to frtshen and revive, 
after a sultry day, the |X)or faded llower whicli has long 
been drooping in the noontidi‘ heat. 

My inollier grew btdter, but still 1 continued to spj'nd 
the niglits on a chair by her bc'dside. Often, too, 
Pokrovski would give me books. At first I read them 
merelv so as to avoid going to sleep, but afterwanls I 
examined them with more attention, and sul)se(jU(‘ntly 
with actual avidity, for they opened up to me a iu*w, an 
unexpected, an unknown, an unfamiliar world. New 
thoughts, added to new impressions, would come pour- 
ing into my heart in a rich ilood ; and the more emotion, 
the more pain and labour, it cost me to assiinilalt* lii<‘S(‘ 
new impressions, the dearer did th(‘y btM.oine to me, and 
the more grattdully did they stir my soul to its very 
depths. Crowding into my heart without giving it 
time (wen to breathe, they would (ausc* my wliole bi ing 
to become lost in a wondrous chaos. Yet this spiritual 
fermtmt was not sufficiently strong wholly to undo me. 
For that I was too fanciful, and the fact saved me. 

With the passing of my mothers illness the midniglit 
meetings and long conversations betwec'n mysc'll and 
Pokrovski came to an end. (July occasionally di<l w<‘ 
ex<’}!ange a few w'ords witli one another- -words, for (he 
most {)art, that were of little purport or substanta*, vet 
words to which it delighted me to a})portion their 
several meanings, th{‘ir peculiar sef'nd values. Mv life 
had now become full: I was ha])j)V -1 was (pnelly, 
r<‘Stfuily happy. Thus did several weeks elaj:)S(‘. . . . 

One day the elder Pokrovski came to sec ns, and 
chattered in a brisk, cheerful, garrulous sort of way. 
H(‘ laughed, launcli(;d out into witticisms, and, finaiiy, 
ne^olved the riddle of his transports l>y informing us that 
in a week’s time it would be his Petinka’s birthday. 
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when, in honour of the occasion, he (the father) meant to 
don a new jackc^t (as well as new shoes which his wife was 
going to buy for him), and to come and pay a visit to his 
son. In short, the old man was perfectly happy, and 
gossiped about whatsoever first entered his head. 

My lover's birthday! Thenceforward I could not rest 
by night or day. Whatever might happen, it was 
my fixed intention to remind Pokrovski of our friendship 
by giving him a present. But what sort of present? 
finally 1 decided to give him books. I knew that he 
had long wanted to possess a complete set of Pushkin’s 
works, in the latest edition ; so I decided to buy Pushkin. 
My private fund consisted of thirty roubles, earned by 
handiwork, and designed eventually to procure me a new 
dress; but at once I dispatched our cook, old Matrena, 
to ascertain the price of such an edition. Horrors! 
The price of the eleven volumes, added to extra outlay 
upon the binding, would amount to at least sixty roubles! 
Wiu^re was the money to come from? I thought and 
thought, yet could not decide. I did not like to resort 
to my mother. Of courbc sIk; would help me, but in 
that case every one in the house would become aware of 
my gift, and the gift itself would assume the guise of a 
recompense — of payment for Pokrovski's labours on m\' 
behalf during the past year; whereas I wished to present 
the gift alone, and without the knowledge of any one. 
For the trouble that he had taken with me I wished 
to be his perpetual debtor — to make him no payment at 
all save my friendship. At length I thought of a way 
out of the difficulty. 

I knew that of tiie hucksters in the Gostinni Dvor one 
could sometimes buy a book — even one that had been 
little used and was almost entirely new — for a half of 
its price, provided that one haggled sufficiently over it; 
wherefore I detennined to repair thither. It so hap- 
j)(‘ned that, next day, both Anna Thedorovna and 
ourselves were in want of sundry articles; and since 
my mother was unwell and Anna lazy, the execution <'f 
the commissions devolved upon me, and I set forth with 
Matrena. 

Luckily 1 soon chanced upon a set of Pushkin, hand- 
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homely bound, and set myself to bargain for it. At 
first more was demanded than would have been asked 
of me in a shop; but aftenvards — though not without a 
great deal of trouble on my part, and several feints at 
departing — I induced the dealer to lower liis price, and 
to limit his demands to ten roubles in silver. How I 
rejoiced that I had engaged in this bargaining! Poor 
Matrena could not imagine what had come to me, noi 
why I so desired to buy books. Hut, oh horror of 
horrors! as soon as ever the dealer caught sight of my 
capital of thirty roubles in notes, he refused to let tlu' 
Pushkin go for less than the sum he bad first named; 
and though, in answer to my prayers and protestations, 
he eventually yielded a little, he did so only to the tune 
of two-and-a'half roubles more than I [X)ssessed, while 
swearing that he was making the concession for mv sake 
alone, since I was “a sweet young lady," and that lie 
would have done so for no one else in the world. To 
think that only two-and-a-half roubles should still be 
wanting! I could have wept with vexation. Suddenly 
an unlooked-for circumstance occurnal to help nu; in 
ray distress. 

Not far away, near another table that was heaped 
with books, I perceived the eMtu* Pokrovski, and a 
crowd of four or five hucksters plaguing him ncaib/ out 
of his senses. Kach of th(‘se fellows was proffering the 
old man his own j)articular wan*s; and while there wa.s 
nothing that they did not submit for his ajipiov.d, 
there was nothing that he wish<*d to buy. The poor 
old fellow had the air of a man wlio is n‘('eiving a thra*^'!! 
ing. What to make of uhat h(‘ was being offeo'd 
him he did not know. Approaching him, 1 in<|uinai 
what he happened to be doing tlieie; whereat thf! old 
man was delighted, since he liked me (it may hi*) no 
less than he did Petinka. 

" I am buying some books, Harbara Alexievna." 
said he, " I am buying them for iiiv Petinka. It will 
be his birthday soon, and since he lila-s books I thougiit 
I would get him some." 

The old man always expressed him‘^('lf in a very 
roundabout sort of fashion, and on the jiresent ocerr ion 
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he was doubly, terribly confused. Of no matter what 
book he asked the price, it was sure to be one, two, or 
three roubles. The larger books he could not afford 
at all; he could only look at them wistfully, fumble 
their leaves with his finger, turn over the volumes in 
his hands, and then replace them. '' No, no, that is 
too dear," he would mutter under his breath. " I 
must go and try somewhere else." Then again he would 
fall to examining copy-books, collections of poems, and 
almanacs of the cheaper order. 

" Why should you buy things like those? " I asked 
him. " They are such rubbish! " 

" No, no! " he replied. " See what nice books they 
are! Yes, they are nice books! " Yet these last words 
lie uttered so lingeringly that I could see he was ready 
to weep with vexation at finding the better sorts of books 
so expensive. Already a little tear was trickling down 
his pale cheeks and red nose. I inquired whether he 
had much money on him; whereupon the poor old 
fellow pulled out his entire stock, wrapped in a piece of 
dirty newspaper, and consisting of a few small silver 
coins, with twenty kopecks in copper. At once I seized 
the lot, and, dragging him off to my huckster, said: 
" Look here. These eleven volumes of Pushkin are 
priced at thirty-two-and-a-half roubles, and I have only 
thirty roubles. Let us add to them these two-and-a- 
half roubles of yours, and buy the books together, and 
make them our joint gift.'' The old man was over- 
joyed, and pulled out his money cn m^sse ; whereupon 
the huckster loaded him with our common library, 
StufTing it into his pockets, as well as filling both arms 
with it, he departed homewards with his ])ri7.i', after 
giving me his woi\l to i)ring me the books privately on 
the morrow. 

Next day the old man came to see his son, and sat 
with him, as usual, foi alxnit an hour; aft(‘r which he 
visiti'd ouisel\('s, weaime lai his face the most comical, 
the most nnsterious expr<v.on conceivable. Smiling 
broadly with satisfaction at tne thought that he was 
the p(')S‘^('ssor of a secu‘t, he informed me tliat he had 
stcaltliily brought the books to our rooms, and hidden 
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them in a comer of the kitchen, under Matrena’s care. 
Next, by a natural transition, the conversation passed 
to the coming fete-day; whereupon the old man pro- 
ceeded to hold forth extensively on the subject of gifts. 
The further he delved into his thesis, and the more he 
expounded it, the clearer could I see that on his mind 
there was something which he could not, dared not, 
divulge. So I waited and kept silence. The mysterious 
exaltation, the repressed satisfaction which I had 
hitherto discerned in his .intii s and grimaces and left- 
eyed winks gradudly disappeared, iuid he began to 
grow momentarily more anxious and uneasy. At length 
he could contain himself no longer. 

“ Listen, Barbara Alexievna," he said timidly. 
“ Listen to what I have got to say to you. When his 
birthday is come, do you take ten of the books, and 
give them to him yourself — that is, for yoursc'lf, as 
being your share of the gift. Tliin I will tak(‘ the 
eleventh book, and give it to him mvself, as b(iing my 
gift. If we do that, you will have a present for him 
and I shall have one — both of us Jilike." 

" Why do you not want us to ])resent our gifts to- 
gether, Zachar Betrovitch? '' I asked him. 

Oh, very well," he replied. “ Very well, Barbara 
Alexievna. Only -only, I thought that ” 

The old man broke off in confusion, while his face 
flushed with the exertion of thus expressing himself. 
For a moment or two he sat glued to his seat. 

“You sec," he went on, “ I play the fool too much. 
I am for ever playing the fool, ami cannot help myself, 
though I know that it is wrong to do so. At home it 
is often cold, and sometimes there are other troubles 
as well, and it all makes me depressed. Well, when- 
ever that happens, I indulge a little, and occasionally 
drink too much. Now, Betinka docs nol like tliat; 
he loses his temper about it, Barbara Alexievna, and 
scolds me, and reads me lectures. So I want by my 
gift to show him that I am mending my ways, and 
beginning to conduct myself better. For a long time 
past I have been saving up to l^uy him a book -yes, 
for a long time past I have bc(*n saving up for it, since 
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it is seldom that I have any money, unless Petinka 
happens to give me some. He knows that, and, conse- 
quently, as soon as ever he perceives the use to which 
I have put his money, he will understand that it is for 
his sake alone that I have acted.'* 

My heart ached for the old man. Seeing him looking 
at me with such anxiety, I made up my mind without 
delay. 

“ I tell you what," I said. " Do you give him all 
the hooks." 

" All? " he ejaculated. " All the books? " 

" Yes, all of them." 

" As my own gift? " 

" Yes, as your own gift." 

" As my gift alone? " 

" Yes, as your gift alone." 

Surely I had spoken clearly enough, yet the old man 
seemed hardly to understand me. 

" Well," said he after reflection, " that certainly 
would be splendid— certainly it would be most splendid. 
But what about yourself, Barbara Alexievna^" 

" Oh, I shall give your son nothing." 

" What? " he cried in dismay. " Are you going to 
give Petinka nothing — do you wish to give him nothing?" 
So put about was the old fellow with what I had said that 
he seemed almost ready to renounce his own proposal 
if only I would give his son something. What a kind 
heart he had! I hastened to assure him that I should 
certainly have a gift of some sort ready, since my one 
wish was to avoid spoiling his pleasure. 

" Provided that your son is pleased," I added, " and 
that yow iu-e plcasecl, I shall be equally pleased, for in my 
secret heart I shall feel as though/ had presentedthe gift." 

This fully reassured the old man. He 5to])ped with 
us another couple of hours, yet could not sit still for a 
m )nient, but kept jumping up from his seat, laughing, 
cricking jokes with Sasha, bestowing stealthy kisses 
upon myself, pinching my hands, and making silent 
g iinaces at Anna Thedorovna. At length she turned 
him out of the house. In short, his transports of joy 
exceeded anything that I had yet beheld. 
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On the festal day he arrived exactly at eleven o’clock, 
direct from Mass. He was dressed in a caretuUy meiulKl 
frockcoat, a new waistcoat, and a pair of new shots, 
while in his arms he carried our pile of books. Next we 
all sat down to coffee (the day being Sundax ) in Anna 
'I'hedorovna’s parlour. The old man led off the meal 
by saying that Pushkin was a magnificent poet. There- 
after, with a return to shamefacedness and confusion, 
he passed suddenly to the statement that a man oiiglit 
to conduct himself properly; that, should he not do so, 
it might be taken as a sign that he was in some way over- 
indulging himself; and that (‘vil tendencies of this sort 
led to the man's min and degradation. Then the orator 
sketched for our benefit some terrible instances of such 
incontinence, and concluded by informing us that for 
some time past he had been mending his own ways, and 
conducting himself in exemplary fashion, for the n^ason 
that he had perceived the justice of his son’s jireci 
and had laid them to heart so well that he, th(! fatlu'r, 
had really changed for the better: in ])roof whereol, he 
now begged to present to the said son some books for 
which he had long been setting aside his savings. 

As I listened to the old man I could not help laughing 
and crying in a breath. Certainly he knew how to lie 
when the occasion re<piired! The books were trans 
ferred to his son’s room, and ranged upon a shelf, when* 
Pokrovski at once guessed the truth about them, 'riien 
the old man was invited to dinner, and we all spent a 
merry day together at cards and forfeits. Sasha was 
lull of life, and I rivalled her, while Pokrovski paid me 
numerous attentions, and kept sei'king an occasion to 
speak to me alone. But to allow this to hap{)en I refused. 
Yes, taken all in all, it was the happiest day that I had 
known for four years. 

But now only grievous, painful memories come to my 
recollection, for I must enter upon the story of my darker 
experiences. It may be that tluit is why my p<m begins 
to move more slowly, and seems ns though it vivni going 
altogether to refuse to write. The same reason may 
account for my having undertaken so lovingly and 
enthusiastically a recounting of even the smallest details 
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of my younger, happier days. But alas \ those days did 
not last long, and were succeeded by a period of black 
sorrow which will close only God knows when ! 

My misfortunes began with the illness and death of 
Pokrovski, who was taken worse two months after what 
I have last recorded in these memoirs. During those two 
months he worked hard to procure himself a livelihood, 
since hitherto he had had no assured position. Like all 
consumptives, he ncvcr—not even up to his last moment 
— altogether abandoned the hope of being able to enjoy 
a long life. A post as tutor fell in his way, but he had 
never liked the profession; while for liim to become a 
civil servant was out of the question, owing to his weak 
state of health. Moreover, in the latter capacity he 
would have had to have waited a long time for his first 
instalment of salary. Again, he always looked at the 
darker side of things, for his character was gradually 
being warped, and his health undermined, by his illness, 
though he never noticed it. Then autumn came on, and 
daily he went out to business — that is to say, to apply 
for and to canvass for posts — clad only in a light jacket ; 
with the result that, after repeated soakings with rain, 
he had to take to his bed, and never again left it. He 
died in mid-autumn, at the close of the month of 
October. 

Throughout his illiuss I scarcely ever left his room, 
but waited on him hand and foot. Often he could not 
sleep for several nights at a time. Often, too, lie was 
unconscious, or else in a delirium; and at such times he 
would talk of all sorts of things — oi his work, of his 
books, of his father, of myself. At such times I learnt 
much whicli I had not hitherto known or divined about his 
affairs. During the early part of his illness every one in 
the house looked askance at me, and Anna Thedorovna 
would nod her head in a meaning manner; but I always 
looked them straight in the face, and gradually they 
( Cased to take any notice of my concern for Pokrovski. 
At all events my mother ceased to trouble her head 
about it. 

Sometimes Pokrovski would know who I was, but not 
often, for more usually he was unconscious. Sometimes, 
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too, he would talk all night with some unknown person, 
in dim, mysterious language that caused his gasping 
voice to echo hoarsely through the narrow room as 
through a sepulchre : and at such times I found the situa- 
tion a strange one. Especially during his last night was 
he lightheaded, for then he was in terrible agony, and kept 
rambling in his speech until my soul was torn with pity. 
Every one in the house was alanned, and Anna Thedo- 
rovna fell to praying that God might soon take him. 
When the doctor had been summont'd the verdict was 
that the patient would die with the morning. 

That night the elder Pokrovski spent in the corridor, 
at the door of his son's room. Though given a mattress 
to lie upon, he spent his time in running in and out of the 
apartment. So broken with grief was he that he j)re- 
.sented a dreadful spectacle, and appeared to hav(‘ lost 
both perception and feeling. His head trembled with 
agony, and his body quivered from liead to fool as at 
times he murmured to himself something which he 
appeared to be debating. P>ery momi nt I exjxvtod 
to see him go out of his mind. Just before dawn he 
succumbed to the stress of mental agonv, and fell aslee p 
on his mattress like a man who has been beaten ; but by 
eight o’clock the son was at the ])oint of d(Mlh, and 
1 ran to wake the father. The dying man was (jiiite 
conscious, and bid us all farewell. Somehow I could not 
weep, though my heart seemed to tx‘ breaking. 

The last moments were the most harassing and heart- 
breaking of all. For some time past Pokrovski had bc(‘n 
asking for something with his failing tongue, but I had 
been unable to distinguish his words. Yet my heart 
had been bursting with grief. Tlien for an hour he had 
lain quieter, except that he had looked sadlv in my 
direction, and striven to make some' sign with his death- 
cold hands. At last he again essjiyed his piteous r(‘<juest 
in a hoarse, deep voice, but the words issu(‘d in so many 
inarticulate sounds, and once mon* I failed to divine his 
meaning. By turns I brought each member of the house- 
hold to his bedside, and gave him something to drink, 
but he only shook his liead sorrowfully. Finally I 
understood what it was he wanted He was asking 
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me to draw aside the curtain from the window, an(i 
to open the casements. Probably he wished to take 
his last look at the daylight and the sun and all God’s 
world. I pulled back the curtain, but the opening 
day was as dull and mournful-looking as though it had 
been the fast-flickering life of the poor invalid. Of sun- 
shine there was none. Clouds overlaid the sky as with 
a shroud of mist, and everything looked sad, rain\ , 
and threatening under a fine drizzle which was beating 
against the window-panes, and streaking their dull, dark 
surfaces with runlets of cold, dirty moisture. Only a 
scanty modicum of daylight entered to war with th<‘ 
trembling rays of the ikon lamp. The dying man threw 
me a wistful look, and nodded. The next moment he 
had p.'Lssed away. 

The funeral was arranged for by Anna Thedorovna. A 
plain coffin was bought, and a broken-down hearse hired ; 
while, as security for this outlay, she seized the dead 
man’s books and other articles. Nevertheless the old 
man disputed the books with her, and, raising an uproar, 
carried off as many of them as he could — stuffing his 
j)ockets full, and even filling his hat. Indeed, he spent 
the next three days with tliem thus, and refused to let 
them leave liis sight even when it was time for him to go 
to church. Tliroughout he acted like a man bereft of 
sense and memory. With quaint assiduity he busied 
himself about the bier — now straightening the candle- 
stick on the dead man’s breast, now snuffing and lighting 
the other candles. Clearly his thoughts were powerless 
to remain long fixed on any subject. Neither my 
mother nor Anna Thedorovna were present at th<* 
requiem, for the former was ill and the latter was at 
l()gg('rheads with the old man. Only myself and tin* 
father were there. During the service a sort of panic, 
a sort of premonition of the future, came over me, and I 
could hardly hold myself upright. At length the coffin 
had received its burden and was screwed down; after 
w'liich the bearers placed it upon a bier, and set out. I 
accompanied the cortege only to the end of the street. 
Here tlie driver broke into a trot, and the old man started 
to run behind the hearse- sobbint: loudly, but with the 
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motion of his running ever and anon causing the sobs to 
quaver and become broken off. Next he lost his hat, the 
poor old fellow, yet would not stop to pick it up, even 
though the rain was beating upon his head, and a wind 
was rising and the sleet kept stinging and lashing his face. 
It seemed as though he were impervious to the cruel 
elements as he ran from one side of the hearse to the 
other — the skirts of his old greatcoat flapping about him 
like a pair of wings. From every pocket of the garment 
protruded books, while in his arms he carried a specially 
large volume, which he hugged closely to his breast. 
The passers-by uncovered their heads and crossed them- 
selves as the cortige passed, and some of them, having 
done so, remained staring in amazement at tlie poor old 
man. Every now and then a book would slip from one 
of his pockets, and fall into tlie mud; whereu{K)n some- 
body, stopping him, would direct his attention to his 
loss, and he would stop, pick up the book, and again set 
off in pursuit of the hearse. At the corner of the street 
he was joined by a ragged old woman; until at length 
the hearse turned a corner, and became hidden from my 
eyes. Then I went home, and threw mys(*If, in a trans- 
port of grief, upon my motlu*r's breast — clas])ing her in 
my arms, kissing her amid a storm of sobs and tears, and 
clinging to her form as though in my embraces I were 
holding my last friend on earth, that 1 might j)n‘serve her 
from death Yet alreadydeath was standing over her. , . . 

June I \th. 

How I thank you for our walk to tlie Flands yesterrlay, 
Makar AlexievitVh! Ilow fresh and plca^a^t, how full of 
verdure, was everything! And 1 leid lu^t st rii an\ thiiig 
green for siu h a long time!- -During my illness 1 used to 
think that 1 should never get better, tJiat 1 was cert.iinly 
going to die. Judga', then, how I hit V( stcaday ! I rue, 
I may have seemed to you a little ^ad, .nid you must not 
be angry with me for that. IIapj)y and light-hearted 
thougli I was, there were momtaits, tw’t n at the height of 
my felicity, when, for some uiikinA\n reason, depression 
came sweeping over my soul. I ke{)t wee j)ing about 
trifles, yet could not say why I wa*^ eri'-verl. Ihe truth 
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is that I am unwell—so much so, that I look at every- 
thing from the gloomy point of view. The pale, clear 
sky, the setting sun, the evening stillness— ah, somehow 
I felt disposed to grieve and feel hurt at these things; 
my heart seemed to be over-charged, and to be calling 
for tears to relieve it. But why should I write this to 
you.^ It is difficult for my heart to express itself; still 
more difficult for it to forego self-expression. Yet 
possibly you may understand me. Tears and laughter! 

. . . How good you are, Makar Alexievitch I Yesterday 
you looked into my eyes as though you could read in 
them all that I was feeling — as though you were rejoicing 
at my happiness. Whether it were a group of shrubs or* 
an alley-way or a vista of water that we were passing, 
you would halt before me, and stand gazing at my face as 
though you were showing me possessions of your own. 
It told me how kind is your nature, and I love you for it. 
To-day I am again unwell, for yesterday I wetted my 
feet, and took a chill. Thedora also is unwell; both of 
us are ailing. Do not forget me. Come and see me as 
often as you can. — Your own, 

Barbara Alexievna. 

Jum \2th. 

My dearest Barbara Alexievna, — I had supposed 
that you meant to describe our doings of the other day 
in verse; yet from you there has arrived only a single 
sheet of writing. Nevertheless. I must say that, little 
though you have put into your letter, that little is 
(‘xpressed with rare beauty and grace. Nature, your 
descriptions of rural scenes, your anah sis of your own 
feelings, — the whole is beautifully written. Alas, / have 
no Mich talent! 1 hough I may fill a score of pages, 
not lung comes of it — I might as well never have put pen 
to paper. Yes, this I know of experience. 

You say, my darling, that I am kind and good, that I 
c(nil(l not harm my h llow-men, that 1 have power to 
cornpn'hend the goodness ot (iod (as expressed in nature’s 
handiwork), and so on. It may all be so, my clean st one 
— it may all be exactly as you say. Inch'ed, 1 think that 
you are right. But if so, the reason is that when one 
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involuntarily softens, and affords entrance to thoughts 
of a graver and weightier order. Listen, my darling; 
I have something to tell you, my beloved one. 

I will begin from the time when I was seventeen years 
old and first entered the service— though I shall soon 
have completed my thirtieth year of official activity. 
I may say that at first I was much pleased with my new 
unifonn; and as I grew older 1 grew in mind, and fell to 
studying my fellow-men. Likewise I may say that I 
lived an upright life — so much so that at last I incurred 
persecution. This you may not believe, but it is true. 
To think that men so cruel should exist! For, though, 
dearest one, I am dull and of no account, 1 have fet'lings 
like every one else. Consequently, would you believe it, 
Barbara, when I tell you what these cruel fellows did 
to me? I feel ashamed to tell it you — and all bei ause 
I was of a quiet, peaceful, good-natured disposition! 
Things began with “ this or that, Makar Alexievitch, is 
fault.” Then it went on to ” 1 need hardly say that 
the fault is wholly Makar Alexievitch 's.” Finally it 
became ” Of course Makar Alexievitch is to blanu'.” 
Do you sec the sequence of things, my darling? Evt ry 
mistake was attributed to me, until ” Makar Alexievitch ” 
became a byword in our department. Also, while 
making of me a proverb, these fellows could not give me 
a smile or a civil word. They found fault with my boots, 
with my uniform, with my hair, with my figure. None 
of these things were to their taste: everything had to be 
changed. And so it has been from that day to this. 
True, I have now grown used to it, for I can grow accus- 
tomed to anything (being, as you know^ a man of j'f .ice- 
able disposition, like all men of small statuia*). yet 
why should these things be? Whom have I harimvl? 
Whom have I ever supplanted? Whom have; 1 evrr 
traduced to his superiors? No, th(i fault is that more 
tlian once I hav'e asked for an increas<j of sal.iry. Jhit I 
have never caballed for it? No, \'ou would be wrong in 
thinking so, my dearest one. huw could 1 ever have 
done so? You yourself have liad many oj>poit unities 
of seeing how incapable I am of decent or ciiicanery. 
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Why, then, should this have fallen to my lot? . . . 
However, since you think me worthy of respect, my 
darling, I do not care, for you are far and away the best 
person in the world. . . . What do you consider to 
be the greatest social virtue ? In private conversation 
Evstafi Ivanovitch once told me that the greatest social 
virtue might be considered to be an ability to get money 
to spend. Also, my comrades used jestingly (yes, I 
know only jestingly) to propound the ethied maxim 
that a man ought never to let himself become a burden 
upon any one. Well, I am a burden upon no one. It 
is my own crust of bread that I eat ; and though that 
crust is but a poor one, and sometimes actually a 
maggoty one, it has at least been earned, and therefore is 
he ing put to a right and lawful use. What, therefore, 
ought I to do? I know that I can earn but little by my 
labours as a copyist ; yet even of that little 1 am proud, 
for it has entailed work, and has wrung sweat from my 
brow. What harm is there in being a copyist ? He 
is only an amanuensis,** people say of me. But what is 
there so disgraceful in that? My writing is at least 
legible, and neat and pleasant to look upon, and his 
Excellency is satisfied with it. Indeed, I transcrib(‘ 
m.'iny important documents. At the same time, I know 
that my writing lacks style; which is why I have never 
rise'll in the service. Even to you, my dear one, I write 
simply and without tricks, but just as a thought may 
happen to enter rny head. Yes, I know all this; but if 
every one were to become a fine writer, who would there 
be left to act as copyists? . . . Wliatsoever questions I 
may put to you in my letters, dearest, 1 pray you to answer 
them. I am sure that you need me, tliat I can be of us(.' 
to >ou; and, since that is so, I must not allow myself to 
be distracted by any tritle. Even if I be likened to a 
rat I do not care, provided that that particular rat be 
wanted by you, and be of use in the world, and he 
rt'tained in its position, and receive its reward. But 
what a rat it is! 

Enough of this, dearest one. I ought not to have 
spoken of it, but I lost my temper. Still, it is pleasant 
to speak the truth sometimes. Good-bye, mv own, my 
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darling, my sweet little comforter! I will come to you 
soon — yes, I will certainly come to you. Till I do so do 
not fret yourself. With me I shall be bringing a book. 
Once more good-bye. — Your heartfelt well-wisher, 

M.\kar Dievushkin. 

Juns 20ih. 

My dearest Makar Alexikvitch,- I am writing u> 
you post-haste — I am hurrying my utmost to get m\- 
work finished in time. What do vou suppose is the 
reason for this? It is because an ()p[)ortunity has 
occurred for you to make a splendid purcluise. TIu‘dora 
tells me that a retired civil servant of her acquaintance 
has a uniform to sell — one cut to regulation pattern and 
in good repair, as well as likely to go veiy cheap. Now, 
do not tell me that you have not got the money, for I 
know from your own lips that you have. Use that mom^v, 
I pray you, and do not hoard it. Sec what ternbh* 
garments you wdk about in! They are shameful -- 
they are patched all over! In fact you have nothing new 
whatever. That this is so I know for certain, and 1 care 
not what you tell me about it. So listen to me for oik'c, 
and buy this unifomi. Do it for my sake. Do it to 
show that you really love me. 

You have sent me some linen as a gift. Hut listen to 
me, Makar Alexievitch. You <irc simply ruining your- 
self. Is it a jest that you should spend so much mon(*y, 
such a terrible amount of money, upon me? How you 
love to play the spendthrift! I tell you that I do not 
need it, that such expenditure is unnecessary. I know, 
I lun certain, that you love me: theiefore it is useless to 
remind me of the fact with gifts. Nor, since I know 
how much they must have cost you, do I like receiving 
them. No; put your money to a better use. I beg. I 
beseech of you to do so. Also, you ask me to send you a 
continuation of my memoirs — to com hide them. Hut 
I know not how I contrived even to write as much of 
them as I did; and now I have not thc‘ strength to writ** 
further of my pjist, nor the desire to give it a single 
thought. Such recollections are terrible to me. Most 
difficult of all is it for me to sjxMk f)f mv poor mother. 
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who left her destitute daughter a prey to \dllains. My 
heart runs blood whenever I think of it ; it is so fresh in 
my memory that I cannot dismiss it from my thoughts, 
nor rest for its insistence, although a year has now elapsed 
since the events took place. But all this you know. 

Also, I have told you what Anna Tliedorovna is now 
intending. She accuses me of ingratitude, and denies 
the accusations made against herself with regard to 
Monsieur Bwikov. Also, she keeps sending for me, and 
telling me that I have taken to evil courses, but that if 
I will return to her, she will smooth over matters with 
Bwikov, and force him to confess his fault. Also, she 
says that he desires to give me a dowry. Away with 
them all! I am quite happy here with you and good 
Thedora, whose devotion to me reminds me of my old 
nurse, long since dead. Distant kinsman though you 
may be, I pray you always to defend my honour. Other 
people I do not wish to know, and would gladly forget 
if 1 could. . . . What are they wanting with me now? 
Thedora declares it all to be a trick, and says that in time 
they will leave me alone. God grant it be so ! B. D. 

June 21 St. 

My Own, my Darling, — I wish to write to you, yet 
know not where to begin. Things are as strange as 
though we were actually living together. Also I would 
add that never in my life have 1 passed such happy 
days as I am spending at present. ’Tis as though God 
had blessed me with a home and a family of my own! 
Yes, you are my little daughter, beloved. But why 
mention the four sorry roubles that I sent you? You 
needed them; I know that from Thedora herself, and it 
will always be a particular pleasure to me to gratify 
you in anything. It will always be my one happiness 
in life. Fray, therefore, leave me that happiness, and 
do not seek to cross me in it. Things are not as you 
suppose. I have now reached the sunshine since, in 
the first place, I am living so close to you as almost to 
bo with you (which is a great consolation to my mind), 
while, in the second place, a neighbour of mine named 
Rataziaev (the retired official who gives the literary 
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parties) has to-day invited me to tea. This evening, 
therefore, there will be a gathering at which we shall 
discuss literature! Think of that, niy darling! Well, 
good-bye now. I have written this without any definite 
aim in my mind, but solely to assure you of my welfare 
Through Theresa I have received your message that you 
need an embroidered cloak to wear, so I will go and pur- 
chase one. Yes, to-morrow I mean to purchase that em- 
broidered cloak, and so give myself the pleasure of having 
satisfied one of your wants. I know where to go for 
such a garment. For the time being I remain your 
sincere friend, Makar Dikvushkin. 

June 22nd. 

My dearest Barbara Alexievna — I have to tell 
you that a sad event has happened in this lioiisc—an 
event to excite one’s utmost pity. This morning, about 
five o’clock, one of Gorshkov’s children died of scarlatina, 
or something of the kind. I have been to pay the 
parents a visit of condolence, and found tiiein living in 
the direst poverty and disorder. Nor is that suq)rising, 
seeing that the family lives in a single room, with 
only a screen to divide it for decfmcy’s sake. Aln'ady 
the coffin was standing in their midst -a plain but 
decent shell which had been Ixmght rt‘a(l\'-madc. The 
child, they told me, had been a boy of nine, and full of 
promise. What a pitiful spectacle! Though not weep- 
ing, the mother, poor woman, looked broken with grief. 
After all, to have one burden the less on their shoulders 
may prove a relief, though there are still two children left 
— a babe at the breast and a little girl of six. Ih)w 
painful to see these suffering children, and to be unable 
to help them! The father, clad in an old, dirty froc k- 
coat, was seated on a dilapidated chair. Down his 
cheeks there were coursing tears though l(*ss tlirough 
grief than owing to a long-standing allliction of the 
eyes. He was so thin, too! Always he r(*ddens in the 
face when he is addressed, and bccoin(‘s too confused to 
answer. A little girl, his daughter, was leaning against 
the coflin — her face looking so worn and thouglitful, 
poor mite! Do you know, 1 cannot bear to see a child 
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look thoughtful. On the floor there lay a rag doll, but 
she was not playing with it as, motionless, she stood 
there with her finger to her lips. Even a bon-bon which 
the landlady had given her she was not eating. Is it 
not all sad, sad, Barbara? Mak.ar Dievushkin. 

June 25//1. 

My beloved Makar Alexievitch, — I return you 
your book. In my opinion it is a worthless one, and 
I would rather not have it in my possession. Why 
do you save up your money to buy such trash ? Except 
in jest, do such books really please you? How^ever, 
you have now promised to send me something else to 
read. I will share the cost of it. Now, farewell until 
wc meet again. I have nothing more to say. B. D. 

June 26/A. 

My dear little Barbara, — To tell you the truth, I 
myself have not read the book of which you speak. 
That is to say, tliougli I began to read it, I soon saw that 
it was nonsense, and written only to make people laugh. 
" However/' thought 1 , " it is at least a cheerful work, 
and so may please Barbara.” That is why I sent it you. 

Bateziaev has now promised to give me something 
H'ally literary to read; so you shall soon have your 
l)ook, my darling. He is a man who reflects; he is a 
clever fellow, as well as himself a writer — such a writer! 
liis ])cn glides along with ease, and in such a style (even 
when he is writing the most ordinary, the most insigni- 
ficant of articles) that I have often remarked upon the 
fact, both to Phaldoni and to Theresa. Often, too, I 
go to spend an eviming with him. He reads aloud to us 
until five o’clock in the morning, and we listen to him. 
It is a revelation of things rather than a reading. It is 
charming, it is like a bouquet of flowers — there is a bou- 
quet of flowers in every line of each page. Besides, he 
is such an approai hable, courteous, kind-hearted fellow! 
What am I compared with him? Why, nothing, simply 
nothing! He is a man of reputation, whereas I — well, 
I do not exist at all. Yet he condescends to my level. 
At this very moment I am copying out a document for 
him. But you must not think that he finds any dijficulty 
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in condescending to me who am only a copyist. No, 
you must not believe the base gossip that you may 
hear, I do copying work for liim simply in order to 
please myself, as well as that he may notice me — a thing 
that always gives me pleasure. I appreciate tlie (Uli- 
cacy of his position. He is a good, a very good, man, 
and an unapproachable writer. 

What a splendid thing is literature, Barbara -what a 
splendid thing! This I learnt before I had known 
Rataziaev even for three days. It strengthens and 
instructs the heart of man. . . . No matter what 
there be in the w^orld, you will find it all writtf'ii 
down in Rataziaev’s works. And so well written down, 
too! Literature is a sort of picture — a sort of picture 
or mirror. It connotes at once passion, expression, 
tine criticism, good learning, and a document. Yes, 
I have learnt this from Rataziaev himself. 1 can assure 
you, Barbara, that if only you could be silting among 
us, and listening to the talk (while, with the rest of us, 
you smoked a pipe), and w^re to hear those present 
begin to argue and dispute concerning different matters, 
you w'ould feel of as little account among them as I 
do; for I myself figure there only as a blockhead, and 
feel ashamed, since it takes me a w’hole evening t(j 
think of a single word to interpolate — and even then 
the word will not come! In a case like that a man 
regrets that, as the proverb has it, he should hav(‘ 
reached man's estate but not man’s understanding . . . 
What do I do in my spare time'" 1 sleej) like a fool, 
though I would far rather be occupied with some- 
thing else — say, with eating or writing, since the oik* 
is useful to oneself, and the other is beneficial to 
one’s fellows. You should see how mucli money these 
fellows contrive to save! How much, for instance, 
does not Rataziaev lay by? A few' days’ writing, I 
am told, can earn him as much as three hundred roubles! 
Indeed, if a man be a writer of short storiics or anything 
else that is interesting, he can sometimes pocket five 
hundred roubles, or a thousantl, at a time! Think of 
it, Barbara! Rataziaev has bv him a small manuscrij)t 
of verses, and for it he is asking — what do you think? 
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seven thousand roubles I Why, one could buy a whole 
house for that sum ! He has even refused five thousand 
for a manuscript, and on that occasion I reasoned with 
him, and advised him to accept the five thousand. 
But it was of no use. “ For,*' said he, they will soon 
offer me seven thousand,” and kept to his point, for he 
is a man of some determination. 

Suppose, now, that I were to give you an extract 
from Passion in Italy (as another work of his is called). 
Read this, dearest Barbara, and judge for yourself: 

” Vladimir started, for in his veins the lust of passion 
had welled until it had reached boiling point. 

“ ‘ Countess,’ he cried, ' do you know how terrible 
is this adoration of mine, how infinite this madness? 
No! My fancies have not deceived me — I love you 
ecstatically, diabolically, as a madman might! All the 
blood that is in your husband’s body could never quench 
the furious, surging rapture that is in my soul! No 
puny obstacle could thwart the all-destroying, infernal 
flame which is eating into my exhausted breast! 0 
Zinaida, my Zinaida! ' 

” ' Vladimir! ' she whispered, almost beside herself, 
as she sank upon his bosom. 

” ’ My Zinaida! ’ cried the enraptured Smileski once 
more. 

” His breath was coming in sharp, broken pants. 
The lamp of love was burning brightly on the altar of 
passion, and searing the hearts of the two unfortunate 
sufferers. 

“ ‘ Vladimir! ’ again she whispered in her intoxication, 
while her bosom heaved, her cheeks glowed, and her 
eyes hashed fire. 

” Thus was a new and dread union consummated. 

” Half an hour later the aged Count entered his wife's 
boudoir. 

” ‘ How now, my love? * said he, ‘ Surely it is for 
some welcome guest beyond the common that you have 
had the samovar^ thus prepared?’ And he smote 
her lightly on the cheek.” 

* Tea*urn. 
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What think yon of that, Barbara? True, it is a little 
too outspoken— there can be no doubt of that ; yet how 
grand it is, how splendid! With your permission I 
will quote you also an extract from Rataziaev’s story, 
Erntak and Zuleika. 

You love me, Zuleika? Say again that you love 
me, you love me! ’ 

' 1 do love you, Ermak,* whispered Zuleika. 

"‘Then by heaven and earth I thank you! By 
heaven and earth you have made me happy! You 
have given me all, all that my tortured soul has for 
immemorial years been seeking! ’Tis for this that you 
have led me hither, my guiding star— Tis for this that 
you have conducted me to the Girdle of Stone! To all 
the world will I now show my Zuleika, and no man, 
demon or monster of Hell, shall bid me nay! Oh, if 
men would but understand the mysterious passions of 
her tender heart, and see the poem which lurks in each 
of her little tears ! Suffer me to dry those tears with my 
kisses! Suffer me to drink of those heavenly drops, 0 
being who art not of this earth! ’ 

Ermak,' said Zuleika, ‘ the world is cruel, and men 
are unjust. But lei them drive us from their midst — 
let them judge us, my beloved Ermak! What has a poor 
maiden who was reared amid the snows of Siberia to do 
with their cold, icy, self-sufftcient world? Men cannot 
understand me, my darling, my sweetheart.' 

" ‘ Is that so? Then shall the sword of the Cossacks 
sing and whistle over their heads! ' cried Ermak with a 
furious look in his eyes." 

What must Ermak have felt when he lec'imt that his 
Zuleika had been murdered, BarlKira?— that, tjiking 
advantages of the cover of night, the blind old Kouchourn 
had, in Ermak’s absence, broken into the latter's tent, 
and stabbed his own daughter in mistake for the man 
who had robiied him of sceptre and crown 

Oh that 1 had a stone whereon to whet my sword! ' 
cried Ennak in the madness of liis wrath as he strove to 
sharpf'ii his steel blade upon the enchanted rock. ‘ I 
would have his blood, his blood! I would tear liim 
limb from limb, the villain! ' " 

♦C 711 
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Then Ermak, unable to survive the loss of his Zuleika, 
throws himself into the Irtisch, and the tale comes to 
an end. 

Here, again, is another short extract — this time 
written in a more comical vein, to make people laugh. 

Do you know Ivan Prokofievitch Zheltopuzh? He 
is the man who took a piece out of Prokofi Ivanovitch’s 
leg. Ivan's character is one of the rugged order, and 
therefore one that is rather lacking in virtue. Yet 
he has a passionate relish for radishes and honey. Once, 
also, he possessed a friend named Pelagea Antonovna. 
Do you know Pelagea Antonovna? She is the woman 
who always puts on her petticoat wrong side outwards.” 

What humour, Barbara — what purest humour! We 
rocked with laughter when he read it aloud to us. Yes, 
that is the kind of man he is. Possibly the passage 
is a trifle over-frolicsome, but at least it is harmless, and 
contains no freethought or liberal ideas. In passing, 
I may say that Rataziaev is not only a supreme writer, 
but also a man of upright life — ^which is more than can 
be said for most writers. 

What, do you think, is an idea that sometimes enters 
my head? In fact, what if I myself were to write 
something? How if suddenly a book were to make its 
appearance in the world bearing the title of ” The Poetical 
Works of Makar Dievushkin”? What then, my angel? 
How should you view, should you receive, such an event ? 
I may say of myself that never, after my book had 
appeared, should I have the hardiliood to show my face 
on the Nevski Prospect ; for would it not be too dreadful 
to hear every one saying, ” Here comes the litterateur 
and poet, Dievushkin— -yes, it is Dievushkin himself”? 
What, in such a case, should I do with my feet (for I may 
tell you that almost always my shoes are patched, or 
liave just been resoled, and therefore look anything but 
becoming) ? To think that the great writer Dievushkin 
should walk about in patched footgear! If a duchess 
or a countess should recognise me, what would she say, 
poor woman? Perhap)s, though, she would not notice 
my shoos at all, since it may reasonably be supposed 
that countesses do not greatly occupy themselves with 
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footgear, especially with the footgear of civil service 
officials (footgear may differ from footgear, it must be 
remembered). Besides. I should find that the countess 
had heard all about me, for my friends would have 
betrayed me to her — Rataziaev among the first of them, 
seeing that he often goes to visit Countess and 
practically lives at her house. She is said to be a woman 
of great intellect and wit. An artful dog, th:o 
Rataziaev! 

But enough of this. I write this sort of thing both 
to amuse myself and to divert your thoughts. Good-bye 
now, my angel. This is a long epistle that I am sending 
you, but the reason is that to-day 1 feel in good spirits 
after dining at Rataziaev’s. There I came across a 
novel which I hardly know how to describe to you. Do 
not think the worse of me on that account, even though 
I bring you another book instead (for I certainly 
mean to bring one). The novel in question was one of 
Paul de Rock’s, and not a novel for you to read. No, 
no! Such a work is unfit for your eyes. In fact, it is 
said to have greatly offended the i ritics of St. Peters- 
burg. Also, I am sending you a pound of bon-bons - 
bought specially for yourself. Each time that you eat 
one, beloved, remember the sender. Only, do not bite 
the iced ones, but suck them gently, lest they make 
your teeth ache. Perhaps, too, you like comfits? Well, 
write and tell me if it is so. Good-bye, good-bye. 
Christ watch over you, my darling! — Always your 
faithful friend, .M.\kar Dievushkj.n. 

June 2yih. 

My de.\ke.st Mak.ar ALE.\iEviTcii,--Thedora tells 
me that, should I wish, there are some ijeople who will 
be glad to help me by obtaining me an e.\i client post as 
governess in a certain house. What think you, my 
friend? Shall I go or not? Of (ourse, I should then 
cease to be a burden to you, and the j)ost ai)|)ears to lx‘ 
a comfortable one. On the other hand, the idea of 
entering a strange house appals me. Ihe [xople in it 
are landed gentry, and they will txgin to ask me qu( s- 
tions, and to busy themselves alnjut me. What answers 
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shall I then return ? You see, I am now so unused to 
society — so shy! I like to live in a comer to which I 
have long grown used. Yes, the place with which one 
is familiar is always the best. Even if for companion one 
has but sorrow, that place will still be the best. . . . God 
alone knows what duties the post will entail. Perhaps 1 
shall merely be required to act as nursemaid; and in any 
case I hear that the governess there has been changed 
three times in two years. For God's sake, Makar Alexie- 
vitch, advise me whether to go or not. Why do you 
never come near me now? Do let my eyes have an 
occasional sight of you. Mass on Sundays is almost 
the only time when we see one another. How retiring 
you have become! So also have I, even though, in a 
way, I am your kinswoman. You must have ceased 
to love me, Makar Alexievitch. I spend many a weary 
hour because of it. Sometimes, when dusk is falling, I 
find myself lonely — oh, so lonely! Thedora has gone 
out somewhere, and I sit here and think, and think, and 
think. I remember all the past, its joys and its sorrows. 
It passes before my eyes in detail, it glimmers at me 
as out of a mist; and as it does so well known faces 
appear which seem actually to be present with me in 
this room! Most frequently of all I sec my mother. 
Ah, the dreams that come to me! I feel that my health 
is breaking, so weak am I. When this morning I arose 
sickness took me until I vomited and vomited. Yes, 
I feel, I know, that death is approaching. Who will 
bury me when it has come? Who will visit my tomb? 
WIk) will sorrow for me ? And now it is in a strange place, 
in the house of a stranger, that I may have to die ! Yes, 
in a comer which I do not know! , . . My God, how sad 
a thing is life ! . . . Why do you send me comfits to eat ? 
Whence do you get the money to buy them? Ah, for 
God’s sake keep the money, keep the money. Thedora 
has sold a carpet which I have made. She got fifty 
roubles for it, which is very good — I had expected less. 
Of the fifty roubles I shall give Thedora three, and with 
the remainder make myself a plain, warm dress. Also, 
I am going to make you a waistcoat — to make it myself, 
and out of good material. 
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Also, Thedora has brought me a book — The Sioricsi of 
Bielkin — which I will fonvard you if you would care to read 
it. Only, do not soil it, nor yet retain it, for it dcx's not 
belong to me. It is by Pushkin. Two years ago I read 
these stories with my mother, and it would hurt me to 
read them again. If you yourself have any books, pray 
let me have them — so long as they have not been ob- 
tained from Rataziaev. Probably he will be giving you 
one of his own works when he has had one printed. 
How is it that his compositions jdciisc you so much, 
Makar Ale.xicvitch ? I think them such rubbish! — Now 
good-bye. How I have been chattering on! VVlien 
feeling sad, I alwa\^ like to talk of something, for it acts 
upon me like medicine — I begin to feel easier as soon as 
I have uttered what is preying upon my heart. Ciood- 
bye, good-bye, my friend. — Your own B. 1). 

June 2S/A. 

My dearest Barbara Alexihvna, — Away with 
melancholy! Really, beloved, you ought to be ashamed 
of yourself! How can you allow such thoughts to (Miter 
your head? Really and truly you arc quite well; r(‘ally 
and truly you are, my darling. Wliy, you arc blooming 
— simply blooming. True, I see a certain touch of 
pallor in your face, but still you arc blooming. A fig 
for dreams and visions! Yes, for shame, deanst! 
Drive away those fancies; try to dcspis(‘ tliein. Why 
do / sleep so well ? Why am I never ailing ? Look at 
me, beloved. I live well, I sleep peacefully, I retain 
my health, I can ruflle it with my juniors. In fact, it 
is a pleasure to see me. Come, come, then, sw(.*eth(‘art ! 
Let us have no more of this. I know that that little 
head of yours is capable of any fancy — that all too easily 
you take to dreaming and repining; but for my sake 
cease to do so. Are you to go to these people, you ask 
me? Never! No, no, again no! How could you think 
of doing such a thing as taking a journey ? I will not 
allow it — I intend to combat your intention with all my 
might. I will sell my frockcoat, and walk the stre(?ts 
in my shirt sleeves, rather than let you be in want. But 
no, Barbara. / know you, / know you. This is merely 
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a trick, merely a trick. And probably Thedora alone 
is to blame for it. She appears to be a foolish old woman, 
and to be able to persuade you to do anything. Do not 
believe her, my dearest. I am sure that you know what 
is what as well as she does. Eh, sweetheart? She is 
a stupid, quarrelsome, rubbish-talking old woman who 
brought her late husband to the grave. Probably she 
has been plaguing you as much as she did him. No, no, 
dearest; you must not take this step. What should I 
do then ? What would there be left for me to do ? Pray 
put the idea out of your head. What is it you lack here ? 
I cannot feel sufficiently overjoyed to be near you, while, 
for your part, you love me well, and can live your life 
here as quietly as you wish. Read or sew, whichever 
you like — or read and do not sew. Only, do not desert 
me. Try, yourself, to imagine how things would seem 
after you had gone. Here am I sending you books, and 
later we will go for a walk. Come, come, then, my 
Barbara! Summon to your aid your reason, and cease 
to babble of trifles. As soon as I can I will come and see 
you, and then you shall tell me the whole story. This 
will not do, sweetheart; this certainly will not do. Of 
course 1 know that I am not an educated man, and have 
received but a sorry schooling, and have had no inclination 
for it, and think too much of Rataziaev, if you will; but 
he is my friend, and therefore I must put in a word or two 
for him. Yes, he is a splendid writer. Again and again 
I c'lssert that he writes magnificently. I do not agree 
with you about his works, and never shall. He writes 
too ornately, too laconically, with too great a wealth 
of imagery and imagination. Perhaps you have read 
him without insight, Barbara? Or perhaps you were 
out of spirits at the time, or angry with Thedora about 
something, or worried about some mischance? Ah, 
but you should read him sympathetically, and, best of 
all, at a time when you are feeling happy and contented 
and pleasantly disposed — for instance, when you have 
a bon-bon or two in your mouth. Yes, that is the way 
to read Rataziaev, I do not dispute (indeed, who would 
do so ?) that better writers than he exist — even far better; 
but they are good, and he is good too — they write well. 



Poor F'olk 67 

and he writes well. It is chiefly for his own sake that 
he writes, and he is to be approved for so doing. 

Now good-bye, dearest. More I cannot write, for 
I must hurry away to business. Be of good cheer, and 
the Lord God watch over you! — Your faithful friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

P.S . — Thank you so inucli for tlu* book, darling! 
I will read it through, this volume of Pushkin, and 
to-night come to you. 

My dear Makar Alexievitcii, No, no, my friend; 
I must not go on living near you. 1 have been thinking 
the matter over, and come to th(‘ conclusion that I 
should be doing very wrong to refuse so good a post. 
I should at least have an assured crust of bread; I 
might at least set to work to earn my employers' favour, 
and even try to change my character if nH]uired to do 
so. Of course it is a sad and sorry thing to have to 
live among strangers, and to be forced to seek their 
patronage, and to conceal and constrain one's own 
personality: but God will help me. I must not remain 
for ever a recluse, for similar chances have come my 
way before. I remember how, when a little girl at 
school, I used to go home on Sund.ays and spend the 
time in frisking and dancing about. Sometimes my 
mother would chide me for so doing, but I did not care, 
for my heart was too joyous, and my spirits too buoyant, 
for that. Yet as the evening of Sunday came on, a 
sadness as of death would overtake me, for at nine 
o’clock I had to return to school, wIktc everything was 
cold and strange and severe — where the governesses, 
on Mondays, lost tlieir tempers, and nipj)ed iny ears, 
and made me cry. On such occasions I would retire 
to a comer and w'cep alone; c(uicealing my tears lest 
I should be called lazy. Yet it was not because I had 
to study that I used to weep, and in time 1 grew more 
used to things, and, after my schooldays were over, 
shed tears only when I was parting with friends. . . . 
It is not right for me to hve in dependence upon you. 
The thought tortures me. I tell you this frankly, for 
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the reason that frankness with you has become a habit. 
Cannot I see that daily, at earliest dawn, Thedora 
rises to do washing and scrubbing, and remains working 
at it until late at night, even though her poor old bones 
must be aching for want of rest? Cannot I also see 
that you are ruining yourself for me, and hoarding your 
last kopeck that you may spend it on my behalf? 
You ought not so to act, my friend, even though you 
write that you would rather sell your all than let me 
want for anything. I believe in you, my friend — I 
entirely believe in your good heart; but you say that 
to me now (when, perhaps, you have received some 
unexpected sum or gratuity) and there is still the future 
to be thought of. You yourself know that I am always 
ailing — that I cannot work as you do, glad though I 
should be of any work if I could get it ; so what else is 
there for me to do? To sit and repine as I watch you 
and Thedora? But how would that be of any use to 
you ? Ami necessary to you, comrade of mine ? Have 
I ever done you any good? Though I am bound to you 
with my whole soul, and love you dearly and strongly 
and wholeheartedly, a bitter fate has ordained that 
that love should be all that I have to give — that I 
should be unable, by creating for you subsistence, to 
repay you for all your kindness. Do not, therefore, 
detain me longer, but think the matter out, and give 
me your opinion on it. In expectation of which 1 
remain your sweetheart, B. D. 

July 1st. 

Rubbish, rubbish, Barbara! — What you say is sheer 
rubbish. Stay here, rather, and put such thoughts 
out of your head. None of what you suppose is true. 
I can see for myself that it is not. Whatsoever you 
lack here, you have but to ask me for it. Here you 
love and are loved, and we might easily be happy and 
contented together. What could you want more? 
What have you to do with strangers? You cannot 
possil)ly know what strangers arc like. I know it, 
though, and could have told you if you had asked me. 
There is a stranger whom I know, and whose bread I 
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have eaten. He is a cruel man, Barbara — a miin so 
bad that he would be unworthy of your little heart, 
and would soon tear it to pieces with his railings and 
reproaches and black looks. On the other hand, you 
are safe and w'ell here— >'ou are as safe as though you 
were sheltered in a nest. Besides, you would, as it were, 
leave me with my head gone. For what should I have 
to do when you wore gone? What could I, an old man, 
find to do? Are not you necessary to me? Are not 
you useful to me? Eh? Surely you do not think that 
you are not useful? You are of great use to me. Bar- 
bara, for you exercise a beneficial influence upon my 
life. Even at this moment, as I think of you, I feel 
cheered, for always I can write letters to you, and put 
into them what I am feeling, and receive from you de- 
tailed answers. ... I have bought you a wardrobe, and 
also procured you a bonnet; so you see that you have 
only to give me a commission for it to be executed. . . . 
No; in what way are you not useful? Wiiat 
should I do if I were deserted in my old age? What 
would become of me? IVrhaps you never tliought of 
that, Barbara — perhaps you never said to yourself, 
How could he get on without me? " You see, I have 
grown so accustomed to you. What else would it end 
in if you were to go away? Why, in my hieing me to 
the Neva's bank and doing away with myself. Ah, 
Barbara, darling, I can sec that you want me to be 
taken away to the Volkovo Cemetery in a broken-down 
old hearse, with some poor outcast of the streets to 
accompany my coffin as chief mourner, and th<‘ grave- 
diggers to heap my body with clay, and depart and 
leave me there. How wrong of you, how wrong of you, 
my beloved! Yes, by heavens, how wrong of youl 
I am returning you your book, little friend; and if you 
were to ask of me my opinion of it 1 should say tliat 
never before in my life had I read a book so splendid. I 
keep wondering how I have hitherto contrived to 
remain such an owl. For what have I c*ver done? 
From what wilds did I spring into existence ? I know 
nothing — I know .simply n* thing. My ignorance is 
complete. Frankly, I am not an educated man, for 
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until now I have read scarcely a single book-~^nly A 
Portrait of Man (a clever enough work in its way), 
The Boy who could Play Many Tunes upon Bells, and 
Ivik*s Storks. That is all. But now I have also read 
The Station Overseer in your little volume; and it is 
wonderful to think that one may live and yet be ignor- 
ant of the fact that under one’s very nose there may 
be a book in which one's whole life is described as in a 
picture. Never should I have guessed that, as soon 
as ever one begins to read such a book, it sets one on 
both to remember and to consider and to foretell events. 
Another reason why I liked this book so much is that, 
though, in the case of other works (however clever they 
be), one may read them, yet remember not a word of 
them (for I am a man naturally dull of comprehension, 
and unable to read works of any great importance), 
— although, as I say, one may read such works, one 
reads such a book as yours as easily as though it had 
been written by oneself, and had taken possession of 
one’s heart, and turned it inside out for inspection, and 
were describing it in detail as a matter of perfect simpli- 
city. Why, I might almost have written the book myself ! 
Why not, indeed? 1 can feel just as the people in the 
book do, and find myself in positions precisely similar 
to those of, say, the character Samson Virin. In fact, 
how many good-hearted wretches like Virin are there 
not walking about amongst us? How easily, too, it is 
Jill described! I assure you, my darling, that I almost 
shed tears when I read that Virin so took to drink as to 
lose his memory, become morose, and spend whole days 
over his liquor; as also that he choked with grief and 
wept bitterly when, rubbing his eyes with his dirty 
hand, he bethought him of his wandering lamb, his 
daughter Dunasha! How natural, how natural! You 
should read the book for yourself. The thing is actually 
alive. Even I can see that; even I can realise that 
it is a picture cut from the very life around me. In 
it I see our own Theresa (to go no further) and the 
poor tchinovnik — who is just such a man as this Samson 
Virin, except for his surname of Gorshkov. The book 
describes just what might happen to ourselves — to 
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in particular. Even a count who lives in the 
Neyski Prospect or in Naberezhnaia Street might have 
a similar experience, though he might appear to be 
different, owing to the fact that his life is cast on a 
higher plane. Yes, just the same things might hapjxm 
to him — just the same things. . . . Here are >*ou wish- 
ing to go away and leave us; yet be careful lest it 
would not be I who had to pay the penalty of your 
doing so. For you might ruin both yourself and me. 
For the love of God put away these thoughts from you, 
my darling, and do not torture me in vain. How could 
you, my poor little unfledged nestling, find yourself 
food, and defend yourself from misfortune, and ward 
off the wiles of evil men? Think better of it, Barbara, 
and pay no more heed to foolish advice and calumny, 
but read your book again, and read it with attention. 
It may do you much good. 

I have six)ken of Rataziaev s The Station Overseer. 
However, the author has told me that the work is old- 
fashioned, since, nowadays, books are issued with 
illustrations and embellishments of different soi ts (though 
I could not make out all that he said). Pushkin 
he adjudges a splendid poet, and one who has done 
honour to Holy Russia. Read your book again, Bar- 
bara, and follow my advice, and makt‘ an old man 
happy. The Lord God Himself will reward you. Yes, 
He will surely reward you. — Your faithful friend, 

Mak.ak DihVi^snKiN. 

My dearest Makar Alk.xievitch, — To-day Thedora 
come to me with fifteen roubles in silver. How glad 
was the poor woman when I gave her three of them! 
I am writing to you in great haste, for I am busy cutting 
out a waistcoat to send to you— buff, with a pattern of 
flowers. Also I am sending you a book of stories; some 
of which I have read myself, particularly one called 
'' The Cloak.” . . . You invite me to go to the theatre 
with you. But will it not cost too much.'' Of course 
we might sit in the gallery. It is a long tinu* (indeed I 
cannot remember when I last did so) since I visited a 
theatre! Yet I cannot help fearing that such an amuse- 
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merit is beyond our means. Thedora keep nodding 
her head, and saying that you have taken to living above 
your income. I myself divine the same thing by the 
amount which you have spent upon me. Take care, 
dear friend, that misfortune does not come of it, for 
Thedora has also informed me of certain rumours con- 
cerning your inability to meet your landlady's biUs. 
In fact, I am very anxious about you. Now, good-bye, 
for I must hasten away to see about another matter — 
about the changing of the ribands on my bonnet. 

P.S. — Do you know, if we go to the theatre, I think 
that I shall wear my new hat and black mantilla. 
Will not that look nice ? 

July 7th. 

My dearest Barbara Alexievna, — So much for 
yesterday! Yes, dearest, we have both been caught 
playing the fool, for I have become thoroughly bitten 
with the actress of whom I spoke. Last night I listened 
to her with all my ears, although, strangely enough, it 
was practically my first sight of her, seeing that only 
once before had I been to tlie theatre. In those days I 
lived cheek by jowl with a party of five young men — a 
most noisy crew — and one night I accompanied them, 
willy-nilly, to the theatre, though I held myself decently 
aloof from their doings, and only assisted them for com- 
pany's sake. How those fellows talked to me of this 
actress! Every night when the theatre was open the 
entire hand of them (they always seemed to possess the 
requisite money) would betake themselves to that place 
of entertainment, where they ascended to the gallery, 
and clapped their hands, and rci)eatedly recalled the 
actress in question. In fact, they went simply mad 
over her. Even after we had returned home they would 
give me no rest, but would go on talking about her all 
night, and calling her their Glasha, and declaring them- 
selves to be in love with “the canary-bird of their hearts." 
My defenci'less self, too, they would plague about the 
woman, for I was as young as they. What a figure I 
must have cut with them on the fourth tier of the 
gallery! Yet I never got a sight of more than just a 
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comer of the curtain, but had to content m>’self with 
listening. She had a fine, resounding, mellow voice 
like a nightingale's, and we all of us used to clap our 
hands loudly, and to shout at the top of our lungs. In 
short, we came very near to IxMug ejected. On the 
first occasion I went home Widking as in a mist, with a 
single rouble left in my jx>cket, and an interval of ten 
clear days confronting me before next pay-day. Yet, 
what think you, dearest? The very next day. Ixdore 
going to work, I called at a Frmch perfumers, and 
spent my whole remaining capita! on some eau-de- 
Cologne and scented soap! Why I did so I do not 
know. Nor did I dine at home that day, but kept 
walking and walking past her windows (she lived in a 
fourth-storey flat on the Nevski Prospect). At length 
I returned to my own lodging, hut only to rest a sliort 
hour before again sptting off to the Ni‘vski Pros|X'ct 
and resuming my vigil before her windows. For a 
month and a half I kept this up — dangling in her train. 
Sometimes I would hire cabs, and discharge them in 
view of her abode; until at length I had (‘nlirely ruined 
myself, and got into debt. Then I fell out of love witli 
her— I grew weary of the pursuit. . . . You see. there- 
fore, to what deptfis an actress can rediico a decent 
man. In those days I was young. Yes, in those days 
I was very young. M. I). 

Jxily H(h. 

My dkarkst Baruaka Alfxif.vna, — The book wliich 
I received from you on the 6th of this month I now 
hasten to return, while at the same tinx* hastening also 
to explain matters to you in this accompanying letter. 
What a misfortune, my beloved, that you should have 
brought me to such a pass! Our lots in life are appor- 
tioned by the Almiglity according to our human des(Tts. 
To such a one He assigns a life in a geniTal’s epaulets 
or as a privy councillor, — to such a one, I say, He 
assigns a life of command; whereas to another one He 
allots only a life of unmurmuring toil and suffering. 
These things are calculated according to a man's capacity. 
One man may be capable of one thing, and another of 
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another, and their several capacities are ordered by tlie 
Lord God himself. I have now been thirty years in the 
public service, and have fulfilled my duties irreproach- 
ably, remained abstemious, and never been detected in 
any unbecoming behaviour. As a citizen, I may confess 
— I confess it freely — I have been guilty of certain 
shortcomings: yet those shortcomings have been com- 
bined with certain virtues. I am respected of my 
superiors, and even his Excellency has had no fault to 
find with me; and though I have never been shown 
any special marks of favour, I know that every one finds 
me at least satisfactory. Also, my writing is sufficiently 
legible and clear. Neither too rounded nor too fine, 
it is a running hand, yet always suitable. Of our staft 
only Ivan Prokofievitch writes a similar hand. Thus 
have I lived till the grey hairs of my old age; yet I 
can think of no serious fault committed. Of course, 
no one is free from minor faults. Every one has some 
of them, and you among the rest, my beloved. But 
in grave or in audacious offences never have I been 
detected, nor in infringements of regulations, nor in 
breaches of the public peace. No, never! This you 
surely know, even as the author of your book must 
have known it. Yes, he also must have known it when 
he sat down to write. I had not expected this of you, 
my Barbara. I should never have expected it. 

What? In future I am not to go on living peacefully 
in my little corner, poor though that corner be — I am 
not to go on living, as the proverb has it, without 
muddying the water, or hurting any one, or forgetting 
the fear of the Lord God and of oneself? I am not to 
see, forsooth, that no man does me an injury, or breaks 
into my home — I am not to take care that all shall go 
well with me, or that I have ( lothes to wear, or that 
my shoes do not require mending, or that I be given 
work to do, or that I possess sufficient meat and drink ? 
Is it nothing that, where the pavement is rotten, I 
have to walk on tiptoe to save my boots? If I write 
to you overmuch concerning myself, is it concerning 
another man, rather, that I ought to write — concerning 
his wants, concerning his lack of tea to drink (and all 
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the world needs tea) ? Has it ever been my custom to 
pry into other men's mouths, to see what is being put 
into them? Have I evTr been known to offend any t>ne 
in that respect? No, no, l>elovcd! Why should I 
desire to insult other folks when they are not molesting 
me? Let me give you an example of wliat I mean. 
A man may go on slaving and slaving in the public 
service, and cam the respect of his superiors (for what 
it is worth), and tlicn, for no visible reason at all, find 
himself made a fool of. Of course he may break out 
now and then (I am not now referring only to drunken- 
ness), and (for example) buy himself a new pair of 
shoes, and take pleasure in seeing his feet looking well 
and smartly shod. Yes, I myself have known what it 
is to feel like that (I write this in good faith). Yet I 
am none the less astonished that Thedor Thedorovitch 
should neglect what is being said about him, and take 
no steps to defend himself. True, he is only a sub- 
ordinate oflicial, and sometimes loves to rate and scold: 
yet why should he not do so — why should he not indulge 
in a little vituperation when he f(‘els like it ? Supj)f)se 
it to be necessary, for fornis sake, to scold, and to set 
every one right, and to shower around abuse (for, between 
ourselves, Barbara, our friend cannot get on wilhout 
abuse — so much so that every one humours him, and 
does things bcliirid his back) ? Well, since officials dilfer 
in rank, and every official demands that lie shall be 
allowed to abuse liis fellow olfi('ials in ])roportion to his 
rank, it follows that the io7ie also of oil a ial abuse should 
become divided into ranks, and thus accord with the 
natural order of things. All the world is built iijxin the 
system that each one of us ^hall iiav(^ to yitfij prece- 
dence to some other one, as well as to enjoy a ('ertain 
power of abusing his fellows. Without sucli a j provision 
the world could not get on at all, and siinph* ( haos would 
ensue. Yet I am surj^rised that our Tliedor should 
continue to overlook insults of tin* kind that he endures. 

Why do I do my oflicial work at all? Why is that 
necessary? Will my doing of it lead any one who reads 
it to give me a greatcoat, or to buy me a new pair of 
shoes? No, Barbara. Men only read the documents, 
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and then require me to write more. Sometimes a man 
will hide himself away, and not show his face abroad, 
for the mere reason that, though he has done nothing 
to be ashamed of, he dreads the gossip and slandering 
which are everywhere to be encountered. If his civic 
and family life have to do with literature, everything 
will be printed and read and laughed over and discussed; 
until at length he hardly dare show his face in the street 
at all, seeing that he will have been described by report 
as recognisable through his gait alone! Then, when 
he has amended his ways, and grown gentler (even 
though he still continue to be loaded with official 
work), he will come to be accounted a virtuous, 
decent citizen who has deserved well of his comrades, 
rendered obedience to his superiors, wished no one any 
evil, preserved the fear of God in his heart, and died 
lamented. Yet would it not be better, instead of 
letting the poor fellow die, to give him a cloak while yet 
he is alive — to give it to this same Thedor Thedorovitch 
(that is to say, to myself)? Yes, ’twere far better if, 
on hearing the tale of his subordinate’s virtues, the 
chief of the department were to call the deserving man 
into his office, and then and there to promote him, and 
to grant him an increase of salary. Thus vice would be 
punished, virtue would prevail, and the staff of that 
department would live in peace together. Here we 
have an example from everyday, commonplace life. 
How, therefore, could you bring yourself to send me 
that book, my beloved? It is a badly conceived work, 
Barbara, and also unreal, for the reason that in creation 
such a tchinovnik does not exist. No, again I protest 
against it, little Barbara; again I protest. — Your most 
humble, devoted servant, M. D. 

July 27/A. 

My dearest Makar Alexievitch, — Your latest 
conduct and letters had frightened me, and loft me 
thunderstruck and plunged in doubt, until what you 
have said about Thedor explained the situation. Why 
despair and go into such fren/ios, Makar Alexievitch? 
Your explanations only partially satisfy me. Per- 
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haps I did ^\Tong to insist upon accepting a good 
situation when it was offered me, seeing that from my 
last experience in that way I derived a shock which was 
anything but a matter for jesting. You say also that 
your love for me has com|>elled you to hide youi^elf 
in retirement. Now, how much I am indebted to you 
I realised when you told me tiiat \ ou were spending for 
my benefit the sum which you are always re[x>rted to 
have laid by at your bankers; but now that I have 
learnt that you never possessed such a fund, but 
that, on hearing of my destitute plight, and being 
moved by it, you decided to spend upon me tlic whole 
of your salary — even to forestall it — and when I had 
fallen ill actually to sell your clothes — when I learnt 
all this I found myself placed in the harassing pt^^ition 
of not knowing how to acce])t it ;dl, nor what to think 
of it. Ah, Makar Alexievitch! You ought to have 
stopped at your first acts of charity — acts inspired by 
sympathy and the love of kinsfolk, rather than have 
continued to squander your means upon what was 
unnecessary. Yes, you have betrayed our friendship, 
Makar Alexievitch, in that you have not been open with 
me; and, now that I see that your last coin has been 
spent upon dressc's and bon-bons and excursions and 
books and visits to the theatre for me, I weep bitter 
tears for my unpardonable improvicU'nc^ in having 
accepted these things without giving so much as a 
thought to your welfare. Yes, all that you have done 
to give me pleasure has become converted into a ‘^nirce 
of grief, and left beliind it only ustdess regret. Of late 
I have remarked that you were looking dcpiessed; and 
though I felt fearful that something unfortunate was 
impending, what has happened would othenvise never 
have entered my head. To think that your better 
sense should so play you false, Makar Al'^xievitchl 
What will people think of you, and say of you.^ Who 
will want to know you? You whom, like (wery one 
else, I have valued for your goodness of h<iart and 
modesty and good sense — you, I say, have now given 
way to an unpleasant vice of which you seem never 
before to have been guilty. What were my feelings 
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when Thedora informed me that you had been dis- 
covered drunk in the street, and taken home by the 
police ? Why, I felt petrified with astonishment — 
although, in view of the fact that you had failed me for 
four days, I had been expecting some such extraordinary 
occurrence. Also, have you thought what your superiors 
will say of you when they come to learn the true reason 
of your absence? You say that every one is laughing 
at you, that every one has learnt of the bond which 
exists between us, and that your neighbours habitually 
refer to me with a sneer. Pay no attention to this, 
Makar Alexievitch; for the love of God be comforted. 
Also, the incident between you and the officers has 
much alarmed me, although I had heard certain rumours 
concerning it. Pray explain to me what it means. 
You write, too, that you have been afraid to be open 
with me, for the reason that your confessions might 
lose you my friendship. Also, you say that you are in 
despair at the thought of being unable to help me in my 
illness, owing to the fact that you have sold everything 
which might have maintained me, and preserved me 
in sickness, as well as that you have borrowed as much as 
it is possible for you to borrow, and are daily experienc- 
ing unpleasantness with your landlady. Well, in failing 
to reveal all this to me you chose the worser course. 
Now, however, I know all. You have forced me to 
recognise that I have been the cause of your unhappy 
plight, as well as that my own conduct has brought 
upon myself a twofold measure of sorrow. The fact 
leaves me thunderstruck, Makar Alexievitch. Ah, 
friend, an infectious disease is indeed a misfortune, 
for now we poor and miserable folk must perforce keep 
ajvart from one another, lest the infection be increased. 
Yes, I have brought upon you calamities which never 
before in your humble, solitary life you had experienced. 
This tortures and exhausts me more than I can tell to 
think of. 

Write to me quite frankly. Tell me how you came 
to embark upon such a course of conduct. Comfort, 
oh, comfort me if you can. It is not self-love that 
prompts me to speak of my own comforting, but my 
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friendship and love for you, which will never fade from 
my heart. Good-bye. I await your answer with 
impatience. You have thought but poorly of me, 
Makar Alexievitch. — Your friend and lover, 

Barbara Dobroselova. 

July 2Sth. 

My priceless Barbara Alexievna, — What am I 
to say to you, now that all is over, and we are gradually 
returning to our old position? You say that you are 
anxious as to wliat will be thought of me. Let me tell 
you that the dearest thing in life to me is my self-respect ; 
wherefore, in informing you of my misfortunes and 
misconduct, I would add that noiK* of my superiors 
know of my doings, nor ever will know of them, and 
that therefore I still enjoy a measure of respect in that 
quarter. Only one thing do I fear: I fear gossip. 
Garrulous though my landlady be, she said but little 
when, with the aid of your ten roubles, I to-day paid her 
part of her account; and as for the rest of my com- 
panions, they do not matter at all. So long as I have 
not to borrow money of them 1 need pay them no 
attention. To conclude my explanations, let me tell 
you that I value your respect for me above everything 
in the world, and have found it my greatest comfort 
during this temporary distress of mine. Thank (iod, 
the first shock of things has abated, now that you have 
agreed not to look upon me as faithless and an egotist 
simply because I have deceived you. I wish to hold 
you to myself, for the reason that I cannot bear ta 
part with you, and love you as my guardian angel. . . . 
I have now returned to work, and am applying my- 
self diligently to my duties. Also, yesterday Evstafi 
Ivanovitch exchanged a word or two with me. Y(‘t 
I will not conceal from you the fact that my debts are 
crushing me down, and that my wardrobe is in a .sorry 
state. At the same time, these things do not really 
matter, and I would bid you not despair alx)ut them. 
Send me, however, another half-rouble if you can 
(though that half-rouble will stab me to the heart - 
stab me with the thought that it is not / who am helping 
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you , but you who are helping me ), Thedora has done 
well to get those fifteen roubles for you. At the moment, 
fool of an old man that I am, I have no hope of acquiring 
any more money; but as soon as ever I do so I will 
write to you and let you know all about it. What 
chiefly worries me is the fear of gossip. Good-bye, 
little angel. I kiss your hands, and beseech you to 
regain your health. If this is not a detailed letter, the 
reason is that I must soon be starting for the office, 
in order that, by strict application to duty, I may make 
amends for tlie past. Further information concerning 
my doings (as well as concerning that affair with the 
officers) must be deferred until to-night. — Your affec- 
tionate and respectful friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

July 2 Sth . 

Dearest little Barbara, — It is you who have com- 
mitted a fault — and one which must weigh heavily 
upon your conscience. Indeed, your last letter has 
amazed and confounded me, — so much so that, on once 
more looking into the recesses of my heart, I perceive 
that I was perfectly right in what I did. Of course I 
am not now referring to my debauch (no, indeed !), but to 
the fact tliat I love you, and to the fact that it is unwise 
of me to love 3’ou — very unwise. You know not how 
matters stand, rny darling. You know not why I am 
bound to love you. Otherwise you would not say all 
that you do. Yet I am persuaded that it is your head 
rather than your heart that is speaking. I am certain 
that your heart thinks very differently. 

What occurred tliat night betw'een myself and those 
officers I s('arccly know, I scarcely remember. You 
must bear in mind that for some time past I have been 
in terrible distress — that for a whole month I have been, 
so to speak, hanging by a single thread. Indeed, my 
position has been most pitiable. Though I hid myself 
from you, my landlady was for ever shouting and railing 
at me. This would not have mattered a jot — the 
horrible old woman might have shouted as much as she 
pleased — had it not been that, in the first place, there 
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was the disgrace of it, and, in the second place, she had 
somehow learnt of our connection, and kept proclaiming 
it to the household, until I 4dt perfectly deafened, and 
had to stop my ears. The point, however, is that other 
people did not stop their ears, but, on the contrary, 
pricked them. Indeed, I am at a loss what to do. 

Really this wretched rabble has driven me to extreme 
ties. It all began with my hearing a strange rumour 
from Thedora — namely, that an unworthy suitor had 
been to visit you, and had insulted you with an improper 
proposal. That he had insulted you deeply I knew from 
my ovvTi feelings, for I felt insulted in an equal degree. 
Upon that, my angel, I went to pieces, and, losing all 
self-control, plunged headlong. Hui*sting into an un- 
speakable frenzy, I was at once going to call upon this 
villain of a seducer — though what to do next I knew not, 
seeing that I was fearful of giving you offence. Ah, 
what a night of sorrow it was, and what a time of gloom, 
rain, and sleet! Next, I was for returning home, but 
found myself unable to stand upon my feet. Then 
Emelia Ilyitch happened to come by. He also is a 
tchinovnik — or rather, was a tchinovnik, sinc e he was 
turned out of the service some time ago. What he was 
doing there at that moment I do not know; I only 
know that I went with him. . . . Surely it cannot give 
you pleasure to read of the misfortunes of your friend — 
of his sorrows, and of the temptations which he experi- 
enced? ... On the evening of the third day Emelia 
urged me to go and see the officer of whom I have sj)okcn, 
and whose address I had learnt from our dvornik. More 
strictly speaking, I had noticaxl him when, on a previous 
occasion, he had come to play cards here, and I had 
followed him home. Of course I now sec that I did 
wrong, but I felt beside myself wlu*n I heard them 
telling him stories about me. bLxactly what happened 
next I cannot remember. I only remember that several 
other officers were present as well as he. Or it may be 
that I saw everything double, — God alone knows. Also 
I cannot exactly remember what I said. I only rcmicm- 
ber that in my fury I said a great deal. Ihen they 
turned me out of the room, and threw me down the 
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staircase— pushed me down it, that is to say. How I 
got home you know. That is all. Of course, later I 
blamed myself, and my pride underwent a fall ; but no 
extraneous person except yourself knows of the affair— 
and in any case it does not matter. Perhaps the affair 
is as you imagine it to have been, Barbara? One thing 
I know for certain, and that is that last year one of our 
lodgers, Aksenti Osipovitch, took a similar liberty with 
Peter Petrovitch, yet kept the fact secret, an absolute 
secret. He called him into his room (I happened to be 
looking through a crack in the partition- wall), and had 
an explanation with him in the way that a gentleman 
should — no one except myself being a witness of the 
scene; whereas in my own case I had no explanation 
at all. After the scene was over nothing further 
transpired between Aksenti Osipovitch and Peter Petro- 
vitcli, for the reason that the latter was so desirous of 
getting on in life that he held his tongue. As a result 
they bow and shake liands whenever they meet. ... 1 

will not dispute the fact that I have erred most grievously 
— that I should never dare to dispute, or that I have 
fallen greatly in my own estimation ; but I think I was 
fated from birth so to do — and one cannot escape fate, 
my beloved. Here, therefore, is a detailed explanation 
of my misfortunes and sorrows, written for you to read 
wlienever you may find it convenient. I am far from 
well, beloved, and have lost all my gaiety of disposition, 
but I send you this letter as a token of my love, devotion, 
and respect, O dear lady of my affections. — Your humble 
servant, Mak.\r Dievushkin. 

July 29/A. 

My dearest Makar Alexievitch, — I have read your 
two letters, and they make my heart ache. See here, 
dear friend of mine. You pass over certain things in 
silence, and write about a portion only of your misfor- 
tum s. Can it be that the letters are the outcome of a 
mental disorder? . . . Come and see me, for God’s sake. 
Come to-day, direct from the office, and dine with us a5 
you have done before. As to how you are living now, 
or as to what settlement you have made with your land- 



Poor Folk 83 

lady, I know not, for you write nothing concerning those 
two points, and seem purposely to have left them un- 
mentioned. Au revoir, my friend. Come to me to-day 
without fail. You would do better always to dine here. 
Thedora is an excellent cook. Good-bye. — Your own, 

Barbara b(3BR0SEL0VA. 

August 1st. 

My darling Barbara Alexievna,— Thank God that 
He has sent you a chance of repaying my good with good. 
I believe in so doing, as well as in the sweetness of youi 
angelic heart. Therefore I will not reproach you. Only 
I pray you, do not again blame me because in the decline 
of my life I have played the spendthrift. It was such 
a sin, was it not ? — such a thing to do ? And even if you 
would still have it that the sin was there, remember, 
little friend, what it costs me to hear such words fall 
from your lips. Do not be vexed with me for saying 
this, for my heart is fainting. Poor people are subject 
to fancies — this is a provision of nature. I myself have 
had reason to know this. The poor man is exacting. He 
cannot see God's world as it is, but eyes each passer-by 
askance, and looks around him uneasily in order that he 
may listen to every word that is being uttered. May not 
people be talking of him ? How is it that he is so un- 
sightly ? What is he feeling at all ? What sort of figure 
is he cutting on the one side or on the other? It is 
matter of common knowledge, my Barbara, that the 
poor man ranks lower than a rag, and will never earn 
the respect of any one. Yes, write about him as you 
like — let scribblers say what they clioose about him: he 
will ever remain as he was. And why is this? It is 
because, from his very nature, the poor man has to wear 
his feelings on his sleeve, so that notliing about him is 

sacred, and as for his self-respect 1 Well, ICmelia 

told me the other day that once, w'hcn he had to collect 
subscriptions, official sanction was demanded for every 
single coin, since people thought that it would be no 
use paying their money to a poor man. Nowadays 
charity is strangely administered. Perhaps it has 
always been so. Either folk do not know how to ad- 
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minister it, or they are adepts in the art — one of the two. 
Perhaps you did not know this, so I beg to tell it you. 
And how" comes it that the poor man knows, is so con- 
scious of, it ail? The answer is — by experience. He 
knows because any day he may see a gentleman enter a 
restaurant and ask himself, “ What shall I have to eat 
to-day? I will have such and such a dish,” while all 
the time the poor man will have nothing to eat that day 
but gruel. There are men, too — wretched busybodies — 
who walk about merely to see if they can find some 
wretched tchinovnik or broken-down official who has got 
toes projecting from his boots or his hair uncut! And 
when they have found such a one they make a report 
of the circumstance, and their rubbish gets entered on 
the file. . . . But what does it matter to you if my hair 
lacks the shears ? If you will forgive me what may seem 
to you a piece of rudeness, I declare that the poor man 
is ashamed of such things with the sensitiveness of a 
young girl. You, for instance, would not care (pray 
pardon my bluntncss) to unrobe yourself before the 
public eye; and in the same way the poor man does not 
like to be pried at or questioned concerning his family 
relations, and so forth. A man of honour and self- 
respect such as I am finds it pain and grief to have to 
consort with men who would deprive him of both. 

To-day I sat before my colleagues like a bear’s cub 
or a plucked sparrow ; so that I fairly burned with shame. 
Yes, it hurt me terribly, Barbara. Naturally one 
blushes when one can sec one’s naked toes projecting 
through one’s boots, and one’s buttons hanging by a 
single thread! As though on purpose, 1 seemed, on this 
occasion, to be peculiarly dishevelled. No wonder that 
my spirits fell. When I was talking on business matters 
to Sti‘pan Karlovitch he suddenly exclaimed, for no 
apparent reason, ” Ah. poor old Makar Alexievitch! ” 
and then left the rest unfinished. But I knew what he 
had in his mind, and blushed so hotly that even the 
bald patch on my head grew red. Of course the whole 
thing is nothing, but it worries me, and leads to anxious 
thoughts. What can these fellows know about me? 
God send that they know nothing! But I confess that 
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I suspect, I strongly suspect, one of my colleagues. Let 
them only betray me ! They would betray one's private 
life for a groat, for they hold nothing sacred. 

I have an idea who is at the bottom of it all. It is 
Rataziaev. Probably he knows some one in our depart- 
ment to whom he has recounted the story with additions. 
Or perhaps he has spread it abroad in his own depart- 
ment, and thence it has crept and crawled into ours. 
Every one here knows it, down to the last detail, for 1 
nave seen them point at you with their fingers through 
the window. Oh yes, I have seen them do it. Yesterday, 
when I stepped across to dine with you, the whole crew 
were hanging out of the window to watch me, and the 
landlady exclaimed that the devil was in young people, 
and called you certain unbecoming names. But this 
is as nothing compared with Rataziaev’s foul intention 
to place us in his books, and to describe us in a satire. 
He himself has declared that he is going to do so, and 
other people say the same. In fact, I know not what to 
think, nor what to decide. It is no use concealing the fact 
that you and I have sinned against the Lord God. . . . 
You were going to send me a book of some sort, to divert 
my mind. Were you not, dearest ? What book, thougli, 
codld now divert me? Only such books as have never 
existed on earth. Novels are rubbish, and written for 
fools and the idle. Believe me, dearest, I know it 
through long experience. Even should they vaunt 
Shakespeare to you, / tell you that Shakespeare is 
rubbish, and proper only for lampoons. — Your own, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

Auffust 2nd. 

My dearest Makar Alexievitch, — Do not disquiet 
yourself. God will grant that all shall turn out well. 
Thedora has obtained a quantity of work, both for me 
and herself, and we are setting about it with a will. 
Perhaps it will put us straight again. Thedora sus- 
pects my late misfortunes to be connected with Anna 
Thedorovna; but I do not care — 1 feel extraordinarily 
cheerful to-day. So you are thinking of borrowing 
more money? If so, may God preserve you, for you 

Dtii 
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will assuredly be ruined when the time comes for repay- 
ment! You had far better come and live with us here 
for a little while. Yes, come and take up your abode 
here, and pay no attention whatever to what your land- 
lady says. As for the rest of your enemies and ill- 
wishers, I am certain that it is with vain imaginings that 
you are vexing yourself. ... In passing, let me tell 
you that your style differs greatly from letter to letter. 
Good-bye until we meet again. I await your coming 
with impatience. — Your own, B. D. 

August yd. 

My Angel, Barbara Alexievna, — I hasten to inform 
you, 0 light of my life, that my hopes are rising again. 
But, little daughter of mine — do you really mean it when 
you say that I am to indulge in no more borrowings? 
Why, I could not do without them. Things would go 
badly with us both if I did so. You are ailing. Con- 
sequently I tell you roundly that I must borrow, and that 
] must continue to do so. 

Also, I may tell you that my seat in the office is now 
next to that of a certain Emelia Ivanovitch. He is not 
the Emelia whom you know, but a man who, like myself, 
is a privy councillor, as well as represents with mySelf, 
the senior and oldest official in our department. Like- 
wise he is a good, disinterested soul, and one that is 
not over-talkative, though a true bear in appearance 
and demeanour. Industrious, and possessed of a hand- 
writing purely English, his caligraphy is, it must be con- 
fessed, even worse than my own. Yes, he is a good soul. 
At tlie same time, we have never been intimate with 
one another. We have done no more than exchange 
greetings on meeting or parting, borrow one another’s 
penknife if we needed one, and, in short, observe such 
bare civilities as convention demands. Well, to-day 
he said to me, Makar Alcxievitch, what makes you 
look so thoughtful? and inasmuch as I could see that 
he wished me well, I told him all: or, rather, I did not 
tell him everything, for that I do to no man (I have not 
the heart to do it) ; I told him just a few scattered details 
con<'erning my financial straits. '' Then you ought to 
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oorrow/* said he. " You ought to obtain a loan of Peter 
Petrovitch, who does a little in that way. I myself once 
borrowed some money of him, and he charged me fair 
and light interest.'* Well, Barbara, my heart leapt 
within me at these words. I kept thinking and thinking, 
If only God would put it into the mind of Peter 
Petrovitch to be my benefactor by advancing me a loan ! " 
I calculated that with its aid I might both repay my 
landlady and assist yourself and get rid of my surround- 
ings (where I can hardly sit down to table without 
the rascals making jokes about me). Sometimes his 
Excellency passes our desk in the office. He glances at 
me, and cannot but perceive how poorly 1 am dressed. 
Now, neatness and cleanliness are two of his strongest 
points. Even though he says nothing, I feel ready to 
die with shame when he approaches. Well, hardening 
my heart, and putting my diffidence into my ragged 
pocket, I approached Peter Petrovitch, and halted before 
him more dead than alive. Yet I was hopeful, and 
though, as it turned out, he was busily engaged in talking 
to Thedosei Ivanovitch, I walked up to him from behind, 
and plucked at his sleeve. He looked away from me, 
but I recited my speech about thirty roubles, et cetera, 
et cetera, of which, at first, he failed to catch the meaning. 
Even when I had explained matters to him more fully, 
he only burst out laughing, and said nothing. Again 1 
addressed to him my request; whereupon, asking me 
what security I could give, he again buried himself in his 
papers, and went on writing without deigning me even a 
second glance. Dismay seized me. " Peter Petrovitc h,” 
I said, I can offer you no security,” but to this I added 
an explanation that some salary would, in time, be due 
to me, which I would make over to him, and account the 
loan my first del)t. At that mormmt s<mie om* called 
him away, and I had to wait a little. On returning he 
began to mend Iiis pen as though he had not even noticed 
that I was there. But I was for myself tliis time. 
“ Peter Petrovitch,” I continu(‘d. ” cannot you do 
anything ? ” Still he maintained silence, and seemed 
not to have heard me. I waited and waited. At length 
I determined to make a final attempt, and plucked him 



88 Poor Folk 

by the sleeve. He muttered something, and, his pen 
mended, set about his writing. There was nothing for 
me to do but to depart. He and the rest of them are 
worthy fellows, dearest,— that I do not doubt; but they 
are also proud, very proud. What have I to do with 
them? Yet I thought I would write and tell you all 
about it. Meanwhile Emelia Ivanovitch had been 
encouraging me with nods and smites. He is a good 
soul, and has promised to recommend me to a friend of 
his who lives in Viborskaia Street and lends money. 
Emelia declares that this friend will certainly lend me 
a little : so to-morrow, beloved, I am going to call upon 
the gentleman in question. . . . What do you think 
about it ? It would be a pity not to obtain a loan. My 
landlady is on the point of turning me out of doors, and 
has refused to allow me any more board. Also, my 
boots are wearing through, and have lost every button — 
and I do not possess another pairl Could any one in 
a government office display greater shabbiness? It is 
dreadful, my Barbara — it is simply dreadful 1 

Makar Dievushkin. 

August 4th. 

My beloved Makar Alexievitch, — For God's sake 
borrow some money as soon as you can. I would not 
ask this liclp of you were it not for the situation in which 
I am placed. Thedora and myself cannot remain any 
longer in our present lodgings, for we have been sub- 
jected to great unpleasantness, and you cannot imagine 
my state of agitation and dismay. The reason is that 
this morning we received a visit from an elderly — almost 
an old— man whose breast was studded with orders. 
Greatly surprised, I asked him what he wadted (for at 
the moment Thedora had gone out shopping) ; where- 
upon he began to question me as to my mode of life 
and occupation, and then, without waiting for an answer, 
informed me that he was uncle to the officer of whom 
you have spoken; that he was very angry with his 
nephew for the way in which the latter had behaved, 
especially with regard to his slandering of me right and 
left; and that he, the uncle, was ready to protect me 
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from the young spendthrift’s insolence. Also he advised 
me to have nothing to say to young iellows of that stamp, 
and added that he sympathised with me as though he 
were my own father, and would gladly help me in an\' 
way he could. At this I blushed in some confusion, but 
did not greatly hasten to thank him. Next he took me 
forcibly by the hand, and, tapping my cheek, said that 
I was very good-looking, and that he greatly liked the 
dimples in my face (God only knows what he meant!). 
Finally he tried to kiss me, on the plea that he was an 
old man, the brute! At this moment Thedora returned ; 
whereupon, in some confusion, he repeated that he felt a 
great respect for my modesty and virtue, and that he 
much wished to become acquainted with me ; after which 
he took Thedora aside, and tried, on some pretext or 
another, to give her money (though of course she declined 
it). At last he took himself oft — again reiterating his 
assurances, and saying that he intended to return witli 
some ear-rings as a present ; that he advised me to changt^ 
my lodgings; and that he could recommend me a. 
splendid flat which he had in his mind’s eye as likely to 
cost me nothing. Yes, he also declared that he greatly 
liked me for my purity and good sense; that 1 must 
beware of dissolute young men; and that he knew Anna 
Thedorovna, who had charged him to inform me tliat 
she would shortly be visiting me in person. Upon that 
I understood all. What I did next I scarcely know, 
for I had never before found myself in such a j>osilion; 
but I believe that I broke all restraints, and made the 
old man feel thoroughly ashamed of himself -Thedora 
helping me in the task, iind well-nigh turning him neck 
and crop out of the tenement. Neitlier of us doubt tliat 
this is Anna Thedorovna’s work : for how otherwise could 
the old man have got to know about us? 

Now, therefore, Makar Alexievitch, I turn to you for 
help. Do not, for God’s sake, leave me in this plight. 
Borrow all the money that you can get, for 1 have not 
the wherewithal to leave these lodgings, yet cannot 
possibly remain in them any longer. At all events this 
is Thedora’s advice. She and I in ed at least twenty-five 
roubles, which I will rej)ay you out of what I earn by 
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my work, while Thedora shall get me additional work 
from day to day, so that, if there be heavy interest to 
pay on the loan, you shall not be troubled with the 
extra burden. Nay, I will make over to you all that I 
possess if only you will continue to help me. Truly I 
t^rieve to have to trouble you when you yourself are so 
hardly situated, but my hopes rest upon you, and upon 
you alone. Good-bye, Makar Alexievitch. Think of 
me, and may God speed you on your errand! B. D. 

August ^th. 

My beloved Barbara Alexievna, — These unlooked- 
for blows have shaken me terribly, and these strange 
calamities have quite broken my spirit. Not content 
with trying to bring you to a bed of sickness, these lick- 
spittles and pestilent old men are trying to bring me to 
the same. And I assure you that they are succeeding — 
I assure you that they are. Yet I would rather die than 
not help you. If I cannot help you I shall die; but, 
to enable me to help you, you must flee like a bird out 
of the nest where these owls, these birds of prey, are 
seeking to peck you to death. How distressed I feel, 
my dearest! Yet how cruel you yourself are! Al- 
though you are enduring pain and insult, although you, 
little nestling, are in agony of spirit, you actually tell 
me that it grieves you to disturb me, and that you will 
work off your debt to me with the labour of your own 
hands! In other words, you, with your weak health, 
are proposing to kill yourself in order to relieve me 
to term of my financial embarrassments! Stop a 
moment, and tliink what you are saying. Why should 
you sew, and work, and torture your poor head with 
anxiety, and spoil your beautiful eyes, and ruin your 
health? Why, indeed? Ah, little Barbara, little 
Barbara! Do you not see that I shall never be any 
good to you, never any good to you? At all events, 
I myself see it. Yet I will help you in your distress. 
I will overcome every difficulty, I will get extra work 
to do, I will copy out manuscripts for authors, I will 
go to the latter and force them to employ me, I will 
so apply myself to the work that they shall see that I 
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am a good copyist (and good copyists, I know, are 
always in demand). Thus there will be no need for 
you to exhaust your strength, nor will I allow you to 
do so — I will not have you carry out your disastrous 
intention. . . . Yes, little angel, I will certainly borrow 
some money. I would rather die than not do so. 
Merely tell me, my own darling, that I am not to shrink 
from heavy interest, and I will not shrink from it, I 
will not shrink from it— nay, I will shrink from nothing. 
I will ask for forty roubles, to begin with. That will 
not be much, will it, little Barbara? Yet will any one 
trust me even with that sum at the first asking? Do 
you think that I am capable of inspiring confidence at 
the first glance? Would the mere sight of my face 
lead any one to form of me a favourable opinion ? Have 
I ever been able, remember you, to appear to any one 
in a favourable light? What think you? Personally, 
I see difficulties in the way, and feel sick at heart at 
the mere prospect. However, of those forty roubles 
[ mean to set aside twenty-five for yourself, two for 
my landlady, and the remainder for my own spending. 
Of course, I ought to give more than two to my land- 
lady, but you must remember my necessities, and see 
for yourself that that is the most that can be assigned 
to her. We need say no more about it. For one rouble 
I shall buy me a new pair of shoes, for I scarcely know 
whether my old ones will take me to the office to-morrow 
morning. Also, a new neck-scarf is indispensable, 
seeing that the old one has now passed its first year; 
but, since you have promised to make of your old iipron 
not only a scarf, but also a shirt-front, I need think no 
more of the article in (jiicstion. .So niurh for shoes and 
scarves. Next, for buttons. You yoiii'^elf will agr(‘e 
that I cannot do without buttons; nor there on my 
garments a single hem unfrayed. I tremble when I 
think that some day his Excellenry may ])erceivc my 
untidiness, and say — well, what will he not say ? Yet 
I shall never hear what he says, for I shall liave expired 
where I sit — expired of mere shame at the thought of 
having been thus exposed. Ah, dearest! . . . Well, 
my various necessities will have left me three roubles 
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to go on with. Part of this sum I shall expend upon a 
half-pound of tobacco— -for I cannot live vnthout tobacco, 
and it is nine days since I last put a pipe into my moutli! 
To tell the truth, I shall buy the tobacco without 
acquainting you with the fact, although I ought not 
so to do. The pity of it all is that, while you are depriv- 
ing yourself of everything, I keep solacing myself with 
various amenities: which is why I am telling you this, 
that the pangs of conscience may not torment me. 
Frankly, I confess that I am in desperate straits — in 
such straits as I have never yet known. My landlady 
flouts me, and I enjoy the respect of no one; my 
arrears and debts are terrible; and in the office, though 
never have I found the place exactly a paradise, no one 
has a single word to say to me. Yet I hide, I carefully 
hide, this from ev^ery one. I would hide my person in 
the same way, were it not that daily I have to attend 
the office, where I have to be constantly on my 
guard against my fellows. Nevertheless, merely to be 
able to confess this to you renews my spiritual strength. 
We must not think of these things, Barbara, lest the 
thought of them break our courage. I write them down 
merely to warn you not to think of them, nor to torture 
yourself with bitter imaginings. Yet, my God, what 
is to become of us? Stay where you are until I can 
come to you; after which I shall not return hither, but 
simply disappear. Now I have finished my letter, and 
must go and shave myself, inasmuch as, when that is 
done, one always feels more decent, as well as consorts 
more easily with decency. God speed me! One prayer 
to Him, and I must be off. M. Dievushkin. 

August $th. 

Dearest Makar Alexievitch, — You must not 
despair. Away with melancholy! I am sending you 
thirty kopecks in silver, and regret that I cannot send 
you more. Buy yourself what you most need until 
to-morrow. I myself have almost nothing left, and 
what I am going to do I know not. Is it not dreadful, 
Makar Alexievitch? Yet do not be downcast — it is no 
good being that. Thedora declares that it would not 



be a bad thing if we were to remain in tliis tenement, 
since if we left it suspicions would arise, and our enemies 
might take it into their heads to look for us. On the 
other hand, I do not think it would be well for us to 
remain here. If I were feeling less sad I would tell you 
my reason. 

What a strange man you are, Makar Alexievitch’ 
You take things so much to heart that you never know 
what it is to be happy. I read your letters attentively, 
and can see from them that, thougli you worry and 
disturb yourself about me, you never give a thought 
to yourself. Yes, every letter tells me that you have a 
kind heart ; but / tell you that that heart is over-kind. 
So I will give you a little friendly advice, Makar Alexie- 
vitch. I am full of gratitude towards you — I am indeed 
full for all that you have done for me, I am most sen- 
sible of your goodness; but to think that I should be 
forced to see that, in spite of your own troubles (of 
which I have been the involuntary cause), you live for 
me alone — }’ou live but for my joys and my sorrows 
and my affection! If you take the affairs of another 
person so to heart, and suffer with her to such an extent, 
I do not wonder that you yourself are unhappy. To- 
day, when you came to see me after oflice-work was 
done, I felt afraid even to raise my eyes to yours, for 
you looked so pale and desperate, and your face had so 
fallen in. Yes, you were dreading to have to tell me 
of your failure to borrow money — you were dreading 
to have to grieve and alarm me; but when you saw' tliat 
/ came very near to smiling, the load was, I know, lifted 
from your heart. So do not be despondent, do not 
give way, but allow more rein to your better sense. I 
beg and implore this of you, for it will not be long before 
you see things take a turn for the better. You will but 
spoil your life if you constantly lament another person's 
sorrow. Good-bye, dear friend. I beseech you not to 
be over-anxious about me. lb D. 

Auf^uit 

My darling little Barbara, — This is well, this is 
w'cll, my angel! So you are of opinion that the fact 
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that I have failed to obtain any money does not matter? 
Then I too am reassured, I too am happy on your 
account. Also, I am delighted to think that you are 
not going to desert your old friend, but intend to remain 
in your present lodgings. Indeed, my heart was over- 
charged with joy when I read in your letter those kindly 
words about myself, as well as a not wholly unmerited 
recognition of my sentiments. I say this not out of 
pride, but because now I know how much you love me 
to be thus solicitous for my feelings. How good to 
think that I may speak to you of them! You bid me, 
darling, not be faint-hearted. Indeed, there is no need 
for me to be so. Think, for instance, of the pair of 
shoes which I shall be wearing to the office to-morrow! 
The fact is that over-brooding proves the undoing of a 
man — his complete undoing. What has saved me is 
the fact that it is not for myself that I am grieving, that 
I am suffering, but for you. Nor would it matter to 
me in the least that I should have to walk through the 
bitter cold without an overcoat or boots — I could bear 
it, I could well endure it, for I am a simple man in my 
requirements; but the point is — what would people 
say, what would every envious and hostile tongue 
exclaim, when I was seen without an overcoat? It is 
for other folk that one wears an overcoat and boots. 
In any case, therefore, I should have needed boots to 
maintain my name and reputation; to both of which 
my ragged footgear would otherwise have spelt ruin. 
Yes, it is so, my beloved, and you may believe an old 
man who has had many years of experience, and knows 
both the world and mankind, rather than a set of 
scribblers and daubers. 

But I have not yet told you in detail how things have 
gone with me to-day. During the morning I suffered 
as much agony of spirit as might have been experienced 
in a year. 'Twas like this. First of all, I went out 
to call upon the gentleman of whom I have spoken. I 
started very early, before going to the office. Rain 
and sleet W’ere falling, and I hugged myself in my great- 
coat as I walked along. ** Lord,” thought I, ” pardon 
my offences, and send me fulfilment of all my desires; ” 
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and as I passed a church I crossed myself, repented of 
my sins, and reminded myself that I was unworthy to 
hold communication with the Lord God. Then I retired 
into myself, and tried to look at nothing; and so, 
walking without noticing the streets, I proceeded on 
my way. Ever 3 dhing had an empty air, and every 
one whom I met looked careworn and preo€cu])ied, and 
no wonder, for who would choose to walk al)road at 
such an early hour, and in such weather? Next a 
band of ragged workmen met me, and Jostled me lxK)r- 
ishly as they passed; upon which nervousness overtook 
me, and I felt uneasy, and tried hard not to tliink of the 
money that was my errand. Near the \ oskresenski 
Bridge my feet began to ache with weariness, until I 
could hardly pull mv'self along; until presently I met 
with Ermolaev, a writer in our olTice, who, ste])ping 
aside, halted, and followed me with his eyes, as though 
to beg of me a glass of vodka. “ Ah, friend,” thought 
I, “go you to your vodka, but what have / to do 
with such stuff? ” Then, sadly weary, 1 halted for a 
moment’s rest, and thereafter dragged ni\ s<‘lf furth(Ton 
my way. Purposely I kept looking about me for some- 
thing upon which to fasten my thoughts, with which to 
distract, to encourage myself; but there was notliing. 
Not a single idea could I connect with any given object, 
while, in additi(m, my appearance was so draggled that 
I felt utterly ashamed of it. At length I jxrcaived 
from afar a gabled house that was built of yellow wood. 
This, I thought, must lx* tin* residence of the Monsieur 
Markov whom Kmelia Ivanovitch had mentioned to me 
as ready to lend money on interest. Half unconscious 
of what I was doing, I asked a watchman if he could tell 
me to whom the house belonged; whereupon grudg- 
ingly, and as though he were vexed at something, the 
fellow muttered that it beIong<‘d to one Markov. Are 
all watchmen so unfeeling? Why did this one reply 
as he did? In any case 1 felt disagreeably imi)resscd, 
for like always answers to like, and, no matter what 
position one be in, things invariably apj)e‘ar to corre- 
spond to it. Three times did I pass the house and walk 
the length of the stnvt; until tl;(‘ further I walked 
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the worse became my state of mind. “ No, never, 
never will he lend me anything! " thought I to myself, 

He does not know me, and my affairs will seem to him 
ridiculous, and I shall cut a sorry figure. However, 
let fate decide for me. Only, let Heaven send that I 
do not afterwards repent me, and eat out my heart 
with remorse! Softly I opened the wicket -gate. 
Horrors! A great ragged brute of a watch-dog came 
flying out at me, and foaming at the mouth, and nearly 
jumping out his skin ! Curious is it to note what little, 
trivial incidents will nearly send a man crazy, and 
strike terror to his heart, and annihilate the firm pur- 
pose with which he has armed himself. At all events, 
I approached the house more dead than alive, and 
walked straight into another catastrophe. That is to 
say, not noticing the slipperiness of the threshold, I 
stumbled against an old woman who was filling milk- 
jiigs from a pail, and sent the milk flying in every direc- 
tion I The foolish old dame gave a start and a cry, and 
then demanded of me whither I had been coming, and 
what it was I wanted; after which she rated me soundly 
for my awkwardness. Always have I found something 
of the kind befall me when engaged on errands of this 
nature. It seems to be my destiny invariably to run 
into something. Upon that the noise and the commo- 
tion brought out the mistress of the house — an old 
beldame of mean appearance. I addressed myself 
directly to her. Does Monsieur Markov live here? " 
was my inquiry. " No,'* she replied, and then stood 
looking at me civilly enough, But what want you 
with him? " she continued; upon which I told her 
about Emelia Ivanovitch and the rest of the business. 
As soon as I had finished she called her daughter — a 
barefooted girl in her teens — and told her to summon 
her father from upstairs. Meanwhile I was shown into 
a room which contained several portraits of generals 
on the walls and was furnished with a sofa, a large 
table, and a few pots of mignonette and balsam. 

Shall I, or shall I not (come weal, come woe) take 
myself off? " was my thought as I waited there. Ah, 
how I longed to run away! “ Yes,” I continued, ” I 
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had better come again to-morrow, for the weather may 
then be better, and I shall not have upset the milk, anil 
these generals will not be looking at me so fiercely/' 
In fact, I had actually begun to move towards tlu‘ 
door when Monsieur Markov entered — a grey-headed 
man with thievish eyes, and clad in a dirty dressing-gown 
fastened with a belt. Greetings over, I stumbled out 
something about Emelia Ivanovitch and forty roubles, 
and then came to a dead halt, for his eyes told me that 
my errand had been futile. “ No/' said he, I havi' 
no money. Moreover, what security could you offer? " 
I admitted that I could offer none, but again added 
something about Emelia, as well as about my pressing 
needs. Markov heard me out, and then repeated that 
he had no money. Ah," thought I, " I might have 
known this — I might have foreseen it! " And, to tell 
the truth, Barbara, I could have wished that the earth 
had opened under my feet, so chilled did I feel as 
he said what he did, so numbed did my legs grow as 
shivers began to run down my back. Thus I ri’- 
mained gazing at him while he returned my gaze witli 
a look which said, "Well now, my friend? Why do 
you not go since you have no further businc^ss to do 
here? " Somehow I felt conscience-stricken. " How 
is it that you are in such need of money? " was what 
he appeared to be asking; whereupon 1 opened m\* 
mouth (anything rather than stand there to no j)urjx)se 
at all!) but found that he was not even listening. " I 
have no money," again he said, " or 1 would lend you 
some with pleasure." Several times I repeated tliat 
1 myself possessed a little, and that I would repay any 
loan from him punctually, most punctually, and that 
he might charge me what interest he liked, since I 
would meet it without fail. Yes, at that momi'iit 
I remembered our misfortunes, our necessities, and I 
remembered your half-rouble. " No," said he, " I can 
lend you nothing without security," and clinched his 
assurance with an oath, the rol)ber! 

How I contrived to leave the house and, passing 
through Viborskaia Street, to reach the Voskresenski 
Bridge I do not know. I only remember that I felt 
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terribly weary, cold, and starved, and that it was ten 
o'clock before I reached the office. Arriving, I tried to 
clean myself up a little, but Sniegirev, the porter, said 
that it was impossible for me to do so, and that I should 
only spoil the brush, which belonged to the Government. 
Thus, my darling, do such fellows rate me lower than 
the mat on which they wipe their boots! What is it 
that will most surely break me? It is not the want 
of money, but the little worries of life — these whisper- 
ings and nods and jeers. Any day his Excellency 
himself may round upon me. Ah, dearest, my golden 
days are gone. To-day I have spent in reading your 
letters through; and the reading of them has made 
me sad. Good-bye, my own, and may the Lord watch 
over you! M. Dievushkin. 

P.S. — To conceal my sorrow I would have written 
this letter half jestingly; but the faculty of jesting has 
not been given me. My one desire, however, is to 
afford you pleasure. Soon I will come and see you, 
de^irest. Without fail I will come and see you. 

August Jith, 

0 Barbara Alexievna, I am undone — we are both 
of us undone! Loth of us are lost beyond recall! 
Everything is ruined — niy reputation, my self-respect, 
all that I liave in the world! And you as mucli its I. 
Never shall we retrieve what we have lost. 1, I have 
brought you to this pass, for I have become an outcast, 
my darling — everywhere 1 am laughed at and despised. 
Even my landlady has taken to abusing me. To-day 
she overwhelmed me with shrill reproaches, and abased 
me to the level of a hearth-brush. And last night, when 
1 was in Rataziaev’s rooms, one of his friends began to 
road a scribbled note which I had written to you and 
then inadvertently pulled out of my pocket. O beloved, 
what laughter tluii' arose at the recital! How those 
scoundrels mocked at and derided you and myself! I 
walked up to them, and accused Rataziaev of breaking 
faith. I said that he had played the traitor. But he 
only replied that I had been the betrayer in the case, 
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by indulging in various amours. “You have kept 
them very dark though, Mr. Lovelace! " said he: and 
now I am known everywhere by this name of “ Love- 
lace.” They know everything about us, my darling, 
everything — both about you and your affairs and about 
myself; and when to-day I was for sending Phaldoni 
to the bakeshop for something or other he refused to 
go, saying that it was not his business. ” But you 
must go,” said 1. ” I will not,” he replied. ” You 
have not paid my mistress what you owe her, so I am 
not bound to run your errands.” At such an insult 
from a raw peasant I lost my teinjx r, mid called him 
a fool; to which he retorted in a similar vein. UjX)n 
this I thought that he must be drunk, and told him 
so; whereupon he replied: ” What say you that I am? 
Suppose you yourself go and sober up, for I know that 
the other day you went to visit a woman, and that you 
got drunk with her on two grivenniks.” To such a pass 
have things come! I feel ashamed to be seen <ilive. 
I am, as it were, a man proclaimed; I am in a worse 
plight even than a tramp who has lost his passport. 
How misfortune's are heaping thcmselvts upon me! 
I am lost — I am lost for ever! M. 1). 

August 13/A. 

My beloved Makar Alexievitch, — It is true that 
misfortune is following upon misfortune*. I myself 
scarcely know wliat to do. Yet, no matter liow you 
may be fairing, you must not look for help from me, 
for only to-day I burnt my left hand with the iron! 
At one and the same moment I dropped the iron, 
made a mistake in my work, and burnt myself! So 
now I can work no longer. Also, these three days j)ast 
Thedora has been ailing. My anxiety is becoming 
(xisitivc torture. Nevertheless I send you thirty 
kopecks — almost the last coins that I have left to me, 
much as I should have liked to have helped you more 
when you are so much in need. I feci vexed to the 
point of weeping. Good-bye, dear friend of mine. 
You will bring me much comfort if only you will come 
and see me to-day. B. D. 
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August 14th. 

What is the matter with you, Makar Alexievitch? 
Surely you cannot fear the Lord God as you ought to do? 
You are not only driving me to distraction but also 
ruining yourself with this eternal solicitude for your repu- 
tation. You are a man of honour, nobility of character, 
and self-respect, as every one knows ; yet at any moment 
you are ready to die with shame! Surely you should 
have more consideration for your grey hairs. No, the 
fear of God has departed from you. Thedora has told you 
that it is out of my power to render you any more help. 
See, therefore, to what a pass you have brought me! 
Probably you think it is nothing to me that you should 
behave so badly ; probably you do not realise what you 
have made me suffer. I dare not set foot on the stair- 
case here, for if I do so I am stared at, and pointed at, 
and spoken about in the most horrible manner. Yes. 
it is even said of me that I am united to a drunkard." 
What a thing to hear! And whenever you are brought 
home drunk folk say, " They are carrying in that 
tchinovnik." Thai is not the proper way to make me 
help you, I swear that I must leave this place, and go 
and get work as a cook or a laundress. It is impossible 
for me to stay here. Long ago I wrote and asked you 
to come and see me, yet you have not come. Truly 
my tears and prayers must mean nothing to you, Makar 
Alexievitch! Whence, too, did you get the money for 
your debauchery ? For the love of God be more careful 
of yourself, or you will be ruined. How shameful, 
how abominable of you! So the landlady would not 
admit you last night, and you spent the night on the 
doorstep? Oh, I know all about it. Yet if only you 
could have seen my agony when I heard the news! . . . 
Come and see me, Makar Alexievitch, and we will once 
more be happy together. Yes, we will read together, 
and talk of old times, and Thedora shall tell you of her 
pilgrimages in former days. For God's sake, beloved, 
do not min both yourself and me. I live for you alone ; 
it is for your sake alone that I am still here. Be your 
better self once more — the self which still can remain 
firm in the face of misfortune. Poverty is no crime; 
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always remember that. After all, why should we 
despair? Our present diflSculties will pass away, and 
God will right us. Only be brave. I send you two 
grivenniks for the purchase of some tobacco or anything 
else that you need; but for the love of heaven do not 
spend the money foolishly. Come you and see me soon ; 
come without fail. Perhaps you may be ashamed to 
meet me, as you were before, but you need not feel like 
that — such shame would be misplaced. Only do you 
bring with you sincere repentance and trust in God, 
who orders ill things for the best. B. D. 

August 

My dearest Barbara Alexikvna, — Yes, I am 
ashamed to meet you, my darling— I am ashamed. At 
the same time, what is there in all this? Why should 
we not be cheerful again ? Why should I mind the soles 
of my feet coming through my boots ? The sole of one's 
foot is a mere bagatelle — it will never be anything but 
just a base, dirty sole. And shoes do not matter, either. 
The Greek sages used to walk about without them, so 
why should w^e coddle ourselves with such tilings? 
Yet why, also, should I be insulted and despised because 
of them ? Tell Thedora that she is a rubbishy, tiresome, 
gabbling old woman, as well as an inexpressibly foolish 
one. As for my grey hairs, you are quite wrong about 
them, inasmuch as I am not such an old man as you 
think. Emelia sends you his greeting. You write 
that you are in great distress, and havi! been weeping. 
Well, I too am in great distress, and have been weeping. 
Nay, nay. I wish you the best of health and happiness, 
even as I am well and happy myself, so long as I may 
remain, my darling, — Your friend, 

Makar J)ii:vi:shkin. 

AUf'USt 2! ft. 

My dear and kind Barbara Alexievna, — I feel 
that I am guilty, I feel that I have sinned against you. 
Yet also I feel, from what you say, that it is no use for 
me so to feel. Even before I had sinned I felt as I do 
now; but I gave way to despair, and tlie more so as I 
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recognised my fault. Darling, I am not cruel or hard- 
hearted. To rend your little soul would be the act of 
a blood-thirsty tiger, whereas I have the heart of a sheep. 
You yourself know that I am not addicted to blood- 
thirstiness, and therefore that I cannot really be guilty 
of the fault in question, seeing that neither my mind 
nor my heart have participated in it. Nor can I under- 
stand wherein the guilt lies. To me it is all a mystery. 
When you sent me those thirty kopecks, and thereafter 
those two grivenniks, my heart sank within me as I 
looked at the poor little money. To think that though 
you had burnt your hand, and would soon be hungry, 
you could write to me that I was to buy tobacco ! What 
was I to do? Remorselessly to rob you, an orphan, 
as any brigand might do? I felt greatly depressed, 
dearest. That is to say, persuaded that I should never 
do any good with my life, and that I was inferior even 
to the sole of my own boot, I took it into my head that 
it was absurd for me to aspire at all — rather, that I 
ought to account myself a disgrace and an abomination. 
Once a man has lost his self-respect, and decided to 
abjure his better qualities and human dignity, he falls 
headlong, and cannot choose but do so. It is decreed 
of fate, and therefore I am not guilty in this respect. 
That evening I went out merely to get a breath of fresh 
air, but one thing followed another: the weather was 
cold, all nature was looking mournful, and I had fallen 
in witli Emelia. This man had spent everything that 
he possessed, and, at the time I met him, had not for 
two days tasted a crust of bread. He had tried to raise 
money by pawning, but what articles he had for the 
purpose had been refused by the pawnbrokers. It was 
more from sympathy for a fellow-man than from any 
liking for the individual that I yielded. That is how 
the fault arose, dearest. He spoke of you, and I mingled 
my tears with his. Yes, he is a man of kind, kind heart 
— a man of deep feeling. I often feel as he did, dearest, 
and, in addition, I know how beholden to you I am. 
As soon as ever I got to know you I began both to realise 
myself and to love you; for until you came into my life 
I had been a lonely man — I had been, as it were, asleep 
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rather than alive. In former days my rascally colleagues 
used to tell me that I u-as unfit even to be seen; in 
fact they so disliked me that at length I began to dislike 
myself, for, being frequently told that I was stupid, 

1 began to believe that I really was so. But the instant 
tliat you came into my life you lightened the dark 
places in it, you lightened both my heart and my soul. 
Gradually I gained rest of spirit, until I had come to see 
that I was no worse than other men, and that, though 
I had neither style nor brilliancy nor polish, I was still 
a man as regards ray thoughts and feelings. But now, 
alas! pursued and scorned of fate, I have again allowed 
myself to abjure my own dignity. Oppressed of mis- 
fortune, I have lost my courage. Here is my confession 
to you, dearest. With tears I beseech you not to inquire 
further into the matter, for my heart is breaking, and life 
has grown indeed hard and bitter for me. — Beloved, I 
offer you my respect, and remain ever your faithful 
friend, Makar Dievushkin. 

September jrJ. 

The reason why I did not finish my last letter, Makar 
Alexievitch, was that I found it so difiirult to write. 
There are moments when I am glad to be ah)ne — to grieve 
and repine without any one to share my sorrow: and 
those moments are beginning to come upon me with 
ever-increasing frequency. Always in my reminisctMices 
I find something which is inexplicable, yet strongly 
attractive— so much so that for hours together I remain 
insensible to my surroundings, oblivious of reality. 
Indeed, in my present life there is not a single impression 
—pleasant or the reverse— that I encounter which does 
not recall to my mind something of a similar nature in 
the past. More particularly is this the c<ise with regard 
to my childhood, my golden childhood. Yet such 
moments always leave me depressed. They render me 
weak, and exhaust my powers of fancy; with the result 
that my health, already not good, grows steadily worse. 

However, this morning it is a fine, fresh, cloudless day, 
such as we seldom get in autumn. The air has revived 
me; and I greet it with joy. Yet to think that already 
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the fall of the year has come! How I used to love the 
country in autumn! Then but a child, I was yet a 
sensitive being who loved autumn evenings better than 
autumn mornings. I remember how beside our house, 
at the foot of a hill, there lay a large pond, and how the 
pond — I can see it even now! — shone with a broad, level 
surface that was as clear as crystal. On still evenings 
this pond would be at rest, and not a rustle would dis- 
turb the trees which grew on its banks and overhung 
the motionless expanse of water. How fresh it used to 
seem, yet how cold! The dew would be falling upon the 
turf, lights would be beginning to shine forth from the 
huts on the pond’s margin, and the cattle would be 
wending their way home. Then quietly 1 would slip 
out of the house to look at my beloved pond, and forget 
myself in contemplation. Here and there a fisherman’s 
bundle of brushwood would be burning at the water’s 
edge, and sending its light far and wide over the surface. 
Above, the sky would be of a cold blue colour, save for 
a fringe of llame-coloured streaks on the horizon that 
kept turning ever paler and paler; and when the moon 
had come out there would be wafted through the limpid 
air the sounds of a frightened bird fluttering, of a bulrush 
rubbing against its fellows in the gentle breeze, and of 
a fish rising with a splash. Over the dark water there 
would gather a thin, transparent mist; and though, in 
the distance, night would be looming, and seemingly 
enveloping the entire horizon, everything closer at hand 
would be standing out as though shaped with a chisel — 
banks, boats, little islands, and all. Beside the margin 
a derelict barrel would be turning over and over in the 
water; a switch of laburnum, with yellowing leaves, 
would go meandering through the reeds; and a belated 
gull would flutter up, dive again into the cold depths, 
rise oiue more, and disappear into the mist. How I 
would watch and listen to these things! How strangely 
goovl they all would seem! But I was a mere infant in 
those days — a mere child. 

Yes, truly I loved autumn-tide — the late autumn when 
the crops are garnered, and field work is ended, and the 
evening gatherings in the huts have begun, and everyone 
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is awaiting winter. Then does everything become more 
mysterious, the sky frowns with clouds, yellow leaves 
strew the paths at the edge of the naked forest, and th(‘ 
forest itself turns black and blue — more especially at 
eventide when damp fog is spreading and the trees 
glimmer in the depths like giants, like formless, weird 
phantoms. Perhaps one may be out late, and have 
got separated from one*s companions. Oh liorrors! 
Suddenly one starts and trembles as one seems to ^:ce 
a strange-looking being peering from out of the dark- 
ness of a hollow tree, while all the while the wind is 
moaning and rattling and howling through the forest — 
moaning with a hungry sound as it strips the leaves from 
the bare boughs, and whirls them into the air. High 
over the tree-tops, in a widespread, trailing, noisy erew, 
there fly, with resounding cries, flocks of birds which 
seem to darken and over-lay the very heavens. Then 
a strangt' feeling comes over one, until one seems to 
hear the voice of some one whispering: “ Run, run, 
little child! Do not be out late, for this place will soon 
have become dreadful! Run, little child! Run!" And 
at the words terror will possess one’s soul, and one will 
rush and rush until one’s breath is spent— until, panting, 
one has reached home. At home, however, all will look 
bright and bustling as we children are set to shell peas or 
poppies, and the damp twigs crackle in the stove, and 
our mother comes to look fondly at our work, and our old 
nurse, Iliana, tells us stories of bygone days, or terribh^ 
legends concerning wizards and dead men. At th(‘ recital 
we little ones will press closer to one another, yet smil(‘ 
as we do so; when suddenly every one becomes silent. 
Surely somebody has knockc^d at the door? . . . 
But nay, nay; it is only the sound of Frolovna's 
spinning-wheel. What shouts of laughter arise! Later 
one will be unable to sleep for fear of the strange dreams 
which come to visit one; or, if one falls asleep, one will 
soon wake again, and, afraid to stir, lie quaking under the 
coverlet until dawn. And in the morning one will arise 
as fresh as a lark, and look at the window, and sec the 
fields overlaid with hoar-frost, and fine icicles hanging 
from the naked branches, and the pond covered over 
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with ice as thin as paper, and a white steam rising from 
the surface, and birds flying overhead with cheerful 
cries. Next, as the sun rises, he throws his glittering 
beams everywhere, and melts the thin, glassy ice until 
the whole scene has come to look bright and clear and 
exhilarating; and as the fire begins to crackle again in 
the stove we sit down to the tea-um, while, chilled with 
the night cold, our black dog, Polkan, will look in at us 
through the window, and wag his tail with a cheerful 
air. Presently a peasant will pass the window in his 
cart — bound for the forest to cut firewood, and the 
whole party will feel merry and contented together. 
Abundant grain lies stored in the byres, and great stacks 
of wheat are glowing comfortably in the morning sun- 
light. Every one is quiet and happy, for God has blessed 
us with a bounteous harvest, and we know that there 
will be abundance of food for the wintcrtide. Yes, the 
peasant may rest assured that his family will not want 
for aught. Song and dance will arise o’nights from the 
village girls, and on festival days every one will repair to 
God's house to thank Him with grateful tears for what 
He has done. . . . Ah, a golden time was my time of 
childhood! . . . 

Carried away by these memories, I could weep like a 
child. Everything, everything comes back so clearly to 
my recollection! The past stands out so vividly before 
me! Yet in the present everything looks dim and dark! 
How will it all end? — how? Do you know, I have a 
feeling, a sort of sure premonition, that I am going to 
die this coming autumn ; for I feel terribly, oh so terribly 
ill! Often do I think of death, yet feel that I should not 
like to die here and be laid to rest in the soil of St. Peters- 
burg. Once more I liave had to take to my bed, as I 
did last spring, for I have never really recovered. Indeed 
I feel so depressed ! Thedora has gone out for the day, 
and I am alone. For a long while past I have been 
afraid to be left by myself, for I keep fancying that 
there is some one else in the room, and that that some one 
is speaking to me. Especially do I fancy this when I 
have gone off into a reverie, and then suddenly awoken 
from it, and am feeling bewildered. That is why I have 
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made this letter such a long one ; for when I am writing 
the mood passes away. Good-bye. I have neither time 
nor paper left for more, and must close. Of the money 
which I saved to buy a new dress and hat there remains 
but a single rouble; but I am glad that you have been 
able to pay your landlady two roubles, for they will 
keep her tongue quiet for a time. And you must repair 
your wardrobe. 

Good-bye once more. I am so tired ! Nor can I tJiink 
why I am growing so weak — why it is tliat even the 
smallest task now wearies me. Even if work should 
come my way, how am I to do it ? That is what worries 
me above all things, B. D. 

September ^th. 

My beloved Barbara, — To-day I have undergone a 
variety of experiences. In the first place, my head has 
been aching, and towards evening 1 wi‘nt out to get 
a breath of fresh air along the Fontanka Canal. Hie 
weather was dull and damp, and even by six o’clock 
darkness had begun to set in. True, rain was not actually 
falling, but only a mist like rain, while the sky was 
streaked with masses of trailing cloud. C rowds of 
people were hurrying along Naberezhnaia Street, with 
faces that looked strange and dejected. TIktc were 
drunken peasants; snub-nosed old harridans in slippers, 
and bareheaded; artisans; cab-drivers; every species 
of beggar; boys; a locksmith’s apprentice in a striped 
smock, with lean, emaciated features which se(!rned to 
have been washed in rancid oil ; an ex-soldier who was 
offering penknives and copper rings for sale; and so on, 
and so on. It was the hour when one would expect to 
meet no other folk than these. And what a quantity of 
boats there were on the canal. It made one wonder how 
they could all find room there. On cveiy^ bridge were 
old women selling damp ginger-bread or withered apples, 
and every woman looked as damp and dirty as her wares. 
In short, the P'ontanka is a saddening sjHd for a walk, 
for there is wet granite under one’s feet, and tall, dingy 
buildings on either side of one, and wet mist below and 
wet mist above. Yes, all was dark and gloomy there this 
evening. 
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By the time I had returned to Gorokhovaia Street 
darkoess had fallen, and the lamps had been lit. How- 
ever, I did not linger long in that particular spot, for 
Gorokhovaia Street is too noisy a place. But what 
sumptuous shops and stores it contains! Everything 
sparkles and glitters, and the windows are full of nothing 
but bright colours and materials and hats of different 
shapes. One might think that they were decked merely 
tor display; but no,— -people buy these things, and 
give them to their wives! Yes, it is a sumptuous 
place. Hordes of German hucksters are there, as well 
as quite respectable traders. And the quantities of 
carriages which pass along the street ! One marvels that 
the pavement can support so many splendid vehicles, 
with windows like crystal, linings made of silk and velvet, 
and lacqueys dressed in epaulets and wearing swords! 
Into some of them I glanced, and saw that they con- 
tained ladies of various ages. Perhaps they were 
princesses and countesses! Probably at that hour such 
folk would be hastening to balls and other gatherings. 
In fact, it was interesting to be able to look so closely at 
a princess or a great lady. They were all very fine. At 
all events, I had never before seen such persons as I 
beheld in those carriages. . . . Then I thought of you. 
Ah, my own, my darling, it is often that I think of you 
and feel my heart sink. How is it that you are so un- 
fortunate, Barbara? How is it that you are so much 
worse off than other people? In my eyes you are kind- 
hearted, beautiful, and clever: why, then, has such an 
evil fate fallen to your lot ? How comes it that you arc 
left desolate — you, so good a human being! while to 
others happiness comes without an invitation at all? 
Yes, I know — I know it well — that I ought not to say it, 
for to do so savours of free-thought ; but why should that 
raven, Fate, croak out upon the fortunes of one person 
while she is yet in her mother's womb, while another 
person it permits to go forth in happiness from the 
home which has reared her? To even an idiot of an 
Ivanushka such happiness is sometimes granted. “You, 
you fool Ivanushka," says Fate, “ shall succeed to your 
grandfather's money-bags, and eat, drink, and be merr>^ 
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whereas yott (such and such another one) shall do no more 
than lick the dish, since that is all that you are good for/’ 
Yes, I know that it is wrong to hold such opinions, but 
involuntarily the sin of so doing grows upon one’s soul. 
Nevertheless it is you, my darling, who ought to be 
riding in one of those carriages. Generals would have 
come seeking your favour, and, instead of being clad in 
a humble cotton dress, you would have been walking in 
silken and golden attire. Then you would not have 
been thin and wan as now, but fresh and plump and 
rosy-cheeked as a figure on a sugar-cake. Then should 
I too have been happy — happy if only I could look at 
your lighted windows from the street, and watch your 
shadow — happy if only I could think that you were well 
and happy, my sweet little bird! Yet how are things 
in reality? Not only have evil folk brought you to ruin, 
but there comes also an old rascal of a libertine to insult 
you! Just because he struts about in a frockcoat, and 
can ogle you through a gold-mounted lorgnette, the brute 
thinks that everything will fall into his hands — that you 
are bound to listen to his insulting condescension! Out 
upon him! But why is this? It is because you are an 
orphan, it is because you are unprotected, it is because^ 
you have no powerful friend to afford you the decent 
support which is your due. What do such facts matter 
to a man or to men to whom the insulting of an oq)han 
is an offence allowed? Such fellows are not men at all, 
but mere vermin, no matter what they think themselves 
to be. Of that 1 am certain. Why, an organ-grinder 
whom I met in Gorokhovaia Street would inspire morr 
respect than the}' do, for at least he walks about all day, 
and suffers hunger — at least he looks for a stray, super- 
fluous groat to earn him subsistence, and is, therefore, a 
true gentleman, in that he supports himself. To beg 
alms he would be ashamed; and, moreover, he works 
for the benefit of mankind just as does a factory 
machine. " So far as in me lies,” says he, ” I will give 
you pleasure.” True, he is a pauper, and nothing but a 
pauper ; but at least he is an honourable pauper. Though 
tired and hungry, he still goes on working-working in 
his own peculiar fashion, yet still doing honest labour. 
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Yes, many a decent fellow whose labour may be dispro- 
portionate to its utility pulls the forelock to no one, and 
begs his bread of no one. I myself resemble that organ- 
grinder. That is to say, though not exactly he, I 
resemble him in this respect, that I work according to 
my capabilities, and so far as in me lies. More could be 
asked of no one; nor ought I to be adjudged to do more. 

Apropos of the organ-grinder, I may tell you, dearest, 
that to-day I experienced a double misfortune. As I 
was looking at the grinder certain thoughts entered my 
head, and I stood wrapped in a reverie. Some cabmen 
also had halted at the spot, as well as a young girl, with 
a yet smaller girl who was dressed in rags and tatters. 
These people had halted there to listen to the organ- 
grinder, who was playing in front of some one’s windows. 
Next I caught sight of a little urchin of about ten — a boy 
who would have been good-looking but for the fact that 
his face was pinched and sickly. Almost barefooted, and 
clad only in a shirt, he was standing agape to listen to 
the music — a pitiful childish figure. Nearer to the 
grinder a few more urchins were dancing, but in the case 
of this lad his hands and feet looked numbed, and he kept 
biting the end of his sleeve and shivering. Also I 
noticed that in his hands he had a paper of some sort. 
Presently a gentleman came by, and tossed the grinder 
a small coin, which fell straight into a box adorned with 
a representation of a Frenchman and some ladies. The 
instant he heard the rattle of the coin the boy started, 
looked timidly round, and evidently made uj) his mind 
that / had thrown the money; whereupon he ran to me, 
with liis little hands all shaking, and said m a tremu- 
lous voice as he proffered me liis paper: “ PI — please 
sign this.” I turned over the paper, and saw that there 
was written on it what is usual under such circum- 
stances. ” Kind friends 1 am a sick mother with three 
hungry children. Pray help me. Though soon I shall 
be dead, yet, if you will not forget my little ones in this 
world, neither will I forget you in the world that is to 
come.” The thing seemed clear enough; it was a 
matter of life and death. Yet what was / to give the 
lad? Well, I gave him nothing. But my heart ached 
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for him. I am certain that, shivering >vith cold though 
he was, and perhaps hungry, the poor lad was not lying. 
No, no, he was not lying. The shameful point is that 
so many mothers take no care of their children, but send 
them out, half-clad, into the cold. Perhaps this lad's 
mother also was a feckless old woman, and devoid of 
character? Or perhaps she had no one to work for her, 
but was forced to sit with her legs crossed — a veritable 
invalid ? Or perhaps she was just an old rogue who was 
in the habit of sending out pinchal and hungry boys to 
deceive the public? What would such a boy learn from 
begging letters? His heart would soon be rendered 
callous, for, as he ran about begging, people would piiss 
him by and give him nothing. Yes, their hearts would 
be as stone, and their replies rough and harsh. '* Away 
with you! " they w'ould say. “ You are seeking but to 
trick us." He would hear that from every’ one, and his 
heart would grow hard, and he would shiver in vain 
with the cold, like some poor little llodgling that has 
fallen out of the nest. His hands and feet would be 
freezing, and his breath coming with difficulty; until, 
look you, he would begin to cough, and disease, like an 
unclean panisite, would worm Us way into liis breast 
until death itself had overtaken him — overtaken him in 
some feetid corner whence there was no chance of es( ape. 
Yes, that is what his life would become. There arc 
many such cases. Ah, Barbara, it is hard to hear “ For 
Christ’s sake! " and yet pass the sup])liant by and give 
nothing, or say merely, “May the Lord give unto you!" 
Of course, sowe supj)lications mean notliing (for sup- 
plications clilfer greatly in character/. Occasionally 
supplications are long-drawn-out, and drawling and 
stereotyped and mechani('al~ they are purely bt*gging 
supplications. Ketjuests of this kind it is less hard to 
refuse, for th(*y are purely professional and of long 
standing. “ I'he begg.ir is overchang it,” one thinks 
to oneself. ” He knows the trick too well.” But tln-rc 
are other supplications which voice a str.inge, hoarse, 
unaccustomed note, like that to-day when I took the 
poor boy's paper. He had bten standing by the kerb- 
stone without speaking to anybody; save that at last 
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to myself he said, For the love of Christ give me a 
groat! '' in a voice so hoarse and broken that I started, 
and felt a queer sensation in my heart, although I did 
not give him a groat. Indeed, I had not a groat on me. 
Rich folk dislike hearing poor people complain of their 
poverty. They disturb us,"' they say, '' and are 
impertinent as well. Why should poverty be so 
impertinent? Why should its hungry moans prevent 
us from sleeping? . 

To tell you the truth, my darling, I have written the 
foregoing not merely to relieve my feelings, but, also, 
still more, to give you an example of the excellent style 
in which I can write. You yourself will recognise that 
my style was formed long ago, but of late such fits of 
despondency have seized upon me that my style has 
begun to correspond to my feelings; and though I know 
that such correspondence gains one little, it at least 
renders one a certain justice. For not unfrequently it 
happens that, for some reason or another, one feels 
abased, and inclined to value oneself at nothing, and to 
account oneself lower than a dishclout ; but this merely 
arises from the fact that at the time one is feeling 
harassed and depressed, like the poor boy who to-day 
asked of me alms. Let me tell you an allegory, dearest, 
and do you hearken to it. Often, as I hasten to the 
office in the morning, I look around me at the city — I 
watch it awaking, getting out of bed, lighting its fires, 
cooking its breakfast, and becoming vocal; and at the 
sight I begin to feel smaller, as though some one had 
dealt me a rap on my inquisitive nose. Yes, at such 
times I slink along with a sense of utter humiliation 
in my heart. For one would have but to see what is 
passing within those great, black, grimy houses of the 
capital, and to penetrate within their walls, for one at 
Diice to realise what good reason there is for self-de- 
preciation and heart-searching. Of course you will note 
that I am speaking figuratively rather than literally. 
Let us look at what is passing within those houses. In 
some dingy comer, perhaps, in some damp kennel which 
is supposed to be a room, an artisan has just awakened 
from sleep. All night he has dreamt -if such an in- 
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significant fellow is capable of dreaming? — about the 
shoes which last night he mechanically cut out. He is 
a master-shoemaker, you see, and therefore able to 
think of nothing but his one subject of interest. Near 
by are some squalling children and a hungry' wife. Nor 
is he the only man that has to greet the day in this 
fashion. Indeed, the incident would be nothing — it 
would not be worth writing about, save for another cir- 
cumstance. In that same house another person — a 
person of great wealth — may also have been dreaming 
of shoes; but of shoes of a very different pattern and 
fashion (in a manner of speaking, if you understand my 
metaphor, wc are all of us shoemakers). This, again, 
would be nothing, were it not that the rich j>crsun has 
no one to whisper in his ear: Why dost thou think of 
such things? Why dost thou think of thyself alone, 
and live only for thyself — thou who art not a shoemaker? 
Thy children are not ailing. Thy wife is not hungry. 
Look around thee. Can'st thou not find a subject more 
fitting for thy thoughts than thy shoes? ” That is what 
I want to say to you in allegorical language, Barbara. 
Maybe it savours a little of free-thought, dearest; but 
such ideas will keep arising in my mind, and finding 
utterance in impetuous speech. Why, therefore, should 
one not value oneself at a groat as one listens in fear 
and trembling to the roar and turmoil of the city? 
Maybe you think that I am exaggerating things -that 
this is a mere whim of mine, or that I am quoting from 
a book? No, no, Barbara. You may rest assured that 
it is not so. Exaggeration I abhor, with whims I have 
nothing to do, and of quotation 1 am guiltless. 

I arrived home to-day in melancholy mood. Sitting 
down to the table, I had warmed myself some tea, and 
was about to drink a second glass of it, when there 
entered Gorshkov, the poor lodger. Already, this morn- 
ing, I had noticed that he was hovering around tlie other 
lodgers, and also seeming to want to speak to myself. 
In passing I may say that his circumstances arc infinitely 
worse than my own; for, only think of it, he has a wife 
and children ! Indeed, if I were he, I do not know what 
I should do. Well, he entered my room, and bowed to 
me with the pus standing, as usual, in drops on his 
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eyelashes, his feet shuffling about, and his toneue 
unable, at first, to articulate a word. I motioned 
him to a chair (it was a dilapidated one enough, but I 
had no other), and asked him to have a glaS of tea 
To this he demurred for quite a long time he demurred 
but at length he accepted the offer. Next, he was for 
drinking the tea without sugar, and renewed his excuses 
but upon the sugar I insisted. After long resistance 
and many refusals he did consent to take some, but onlv 
the smallest possible lump; after which he assured me 
that his tea was perfectly sweet. To what depths of 
humility can poverty reduce a man! “Well, what is 
It, my good sir? ’* I inquired of him; whereupon he 
replied: It is this, Makar Alexievitch. You have 

once before been my benefactor. Pray again show 
chanty of God, and assist my unfortunate family 
My wife and children have nothing to eat. To think 
that a father should have to say this! ” I was about 
to speak again when he interrupted me. “ You see ” 
he continued, “ I am afraid of the other lodgers here 
fhat IS to say, I am not so much afraid of, as ashamed 
to. addrps them, for they are a proud, conceited lot of 
men Nor would I have troubled even you, my friend 
and fomer benefactor, were it not that I know that you 
yourself have experienced misfortune and are in debt- 
wherefore I have ventured to come and make this 
reqTOst of you in that I know you not only to be kind- 
hearted, but also to be in need, and for that reason the 
more likely to sympathise with me in my distress ” 
lo this he added an apology for his awkwardness and 
presumption. I replied that, glad though I should have 
bwn to serve him. I had nothing, absolutely nothing 
at my disposal. " Ah, Makar Alexievitch,” he went on 

surely it is not much that I am asking of you^ Mv - 

my wife and children are starving. C-could you not 
afford me just a grivennik? ” At that my heart 
contracted, Hovv th^e jieople put me to shame! ” 
thought I. But I had only twenty kopecks left, and 
upon them I had been counting for meeting my most 
pressing requirements. "No, good sir, I cannot,” 
said I. Well, what you will," he persisted. " Perhaps 
ten kopecks? Well I got out my cash-box, and gave 
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him the twenty. It was a good deed. To think that 
such poverty should exist! Then I had some further 
talk with hin). “ How is it/' I asked him. that, 
though you are in such straits, you have hired a room 
at five roubles.^ " He replied that though, when he 
engiiged the room six months ago, he paid three months' 
rent in advance, his affairs had subsequently turned out 
badly, and never righted themselves since. You see. 
Barbara, he was sued at law by a merchant who had 
defrauded the Treasury in the matter of a contract. 
When the fraud was discovered the merchant was 
prosecuted, but the transactions in which he had 
engaged involved Gorslikov, although the latter had 
been guilty only of negligence, w;uit of prudencx*, and 
culpable indifference to the Treasury's interests. True, 
the alfair had taken place some yeais ago, but various 
Dbstacles had since combined to thwart (iorshkov. 
“ Of the disgrace put u|X)n me," said he to me, " I 
am innocent. True, I to a certain extent disobeyed 
orders, but never did I commit theft or embezzle- 
ment." Nevertheless the alfair lost liim his character. 
He was dismissed tlie service, and thougli not adjudged 
capitally guilty, has been unable since to recover 
from the merchant a large sum of money wiiich is his 
by rigid, as spared to him (Gorshkov) by the legal 
tribunal. True, the tribunal in (juestion did not 
altogetiier believe in Gorshkov, but I do so. The matter 
is of a nature so complex and crooked that })robably 
a hundred years would be insufficient to unravel it; 
and tliough it has now to a certain extent been cleared 
up, the merchant still holds the key to tlic situation. 
Persoinilly I side with Gorshkov, and am very sorry 
for him. Tliough lacking a post of any kind, he still 
refuses to despair, though his resoufecs are completely 
exhausted. Yes, it is a tangled affair, and meanwhile 
he must live, for, unfortunately, anollicr child which has 
been bom to him has entailed upon the family fresh 
expenses. Also, another of his children recently fell 
ill and died: which meant yet further <'X[)ense. Lastly, 
not only is his wife in bad hcaltli, but he himself is 
suffering from a complaint of long standing. In short, 
he has had a very great deal to undergo. Yet he declares 
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that daily he expects a favourable issue to his affair— 
that he has no doubt of it whatever. I am terribly 
sorry foi him, and said what I could to give him comfort, 
for he is a man who has been much bullied and misled. 
He had come to me for protection from his troubles, 
so I did my best to soothe him. Now, good-bye, my 
darling. May Christ watch over you and preserve your 
health. Dearest one, even to think of you is like medicine 
to my ailing soul. Though I suffer for you, I at least 
suffer gladly. — Your true friend, Makar Dievushkin, 

September gth. 

My dearest Barbara Alexievna, — I am beside 
myself as I take up my pen, for a most terrible thing 
has happened. My head is whirling round. Ah, 
beloved, how am I to tell you about it all ? I had never 
foreseen what has happened. But no; I cannot say 
that I had never foreseen it, for my mind did get an 
inkling of what was coming, through my seeing some- 
thing very similar to it in a dream. 

I will tell you the whole story — simply, and as God 
may put it into my heart. To-day I went to the office 
as usual, and, on arrival, sat down to write. You must 
know that I had been engaged on the same sort of work 
yesterday, and that, while executing it, I had been ap- 
proached by Timothei Ivanovitch with an urgent request 
for a particular document. ** Makar Alexievitch,"' he 
had said, “ pray copy this out for me. Copy it as 
quickly and as carefully as you can, for it will require 
to be signed to-day.'’ Also let me tell you, dearest, that 
yesterday I had not been feeling myself, nor able to look 
at anything. I had been troubled with grave depression 
— my breast had felt chilled, and my head clouded. 
All the while I had been thinking of you, my darling. 
Well, I set to work upon the copying, and executed it 
cleanly and well, except for the fact that, whether the 
devil confused my mind, or a mysterious fate so ordained, 
or the occurrence was simply bound to happen, I left 
out a whole line of the document, and thus made 
nonsense of it! The work had been given me too late 
for signature last night, so it went before his Excellency 
this morning. I reached the office at my usual hour. 
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and sat down beside Emelia Ivanovitch. Here I may 
remark that for a long time past I have been feeling 
twice as shy and diffident as I used to do ; I have been 
finding it impossible to look people in the face. Let 
only a chair creak, ;ind I become more dead than alive. 
To-day, therefore, I crept humbly to my seat and sat 
down in such a crouching posture that Etim Akimovitch 
(the most touchy man in the world) s;vid to me scUo 
voce: ** What on earth makes you sit like that, Makar 
Alexievitch? ” Then he pulKxi sucli a grimace that 
every one near us rocked with laughter at my expimse. 
I stopped my cars, frowned, and sat without moving, 
for I found this the best metho<i of putting a stop to sucli 
merriment. All at once I heanl a bustle and a commo- 
tion and the sound of some one running towards us. 
Did my ears deceive me? It was I who w^as Ixang 
summoned in peremptory tones! My heart st.irt(‘d to 
tremble within me, though I could not say why. I only 
know that never in my life before had it trembled as 
it did then. Still I clung to my cliair- and at that 
moment was harclly mvM’lf at all. 'Hie voices were 
coming nearer and nearer, until they were shouting 
in my ear: I)i(.‘vushkin I Dievushkin! Where is 

Dievushkin ? " Then at length I raised my eyes, and 
saw before me Kvstafi Ivanovitch. Ih^ said to me; 
“ Makar Alexievitch, go at once to liis Ex('(‘llenry. 
You have made a mistake in a riocument." '1 hat was 
all, but it was enough, was it not? 1 hit dead and ('old 
as ice — -I felt absolutely deprived of the power of s(‘nsa- 
tion; but I rose from my seat and went whither I had 
l>een bidden. Through one room, through two n;oms, 
through three rooms 1 passiai, until 1 was condm ted 
into his Excellency’s cabinet itself. (.)f my thoughts 
.it that moment I can give no exact account. 1 merely 
saw his Excellency standing before me, with a knot of 
jieopic around him. I have an idea th.at I did not salute 
him — that I forgot to do so. Jnde* d, so }>.ini( stricken 
was I that my teetli were chattering and my knees 
knocking together. In the first jilace, I was gn atly 
ashamed of my appearance (a glam v. into a mirror on the 
right had frightened me with iIk! reflection of myself 
that it presented), and, in the second place, I had always 

^711 
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been accustomed to comport myself as though no such 
person as I existed. Probably his Excellency had never 
before known even that I was alive. Of course, he 
might have heard, in passing, that there was a man 
named Dievushkin in his department ; but never for a 
moment had he had any intercourse with me. 

He began angrily: “ What is this you have done, sir? 
Why are you not more careful? The document was 
wanted in a hurry, and you have gone and spoilt it. 
What do you think of it? " — the last being addressed to 
Evstafi Ivanovitch. More I did not hear, except for 
some flying exclamations of “ Wliat negligence and 
carelessness! How awkward this is!'' and so on. I 
opened my mouth to say something or other; I tried 
to beg pardon, but could not. To attempt to leave the 
room I had not the hardihood. There then happened 
something the recollection of which causes the pen to 
tremble in my hand with shame. A button of mine — 
the devil take it!~-a button of mine that was hanging 
by a single thread suddenly broke off, and hopped and 
skipped and rattled and rolled until it had reached the 
feet of his Excellency himself — this amid a profound 
general silence! That was what came of my intended 
self-justitication and plea for mercy! That was the only 
answer that I had to return to my chief! The sequel 
I shudder to relate. At once his Excellency's attention 
became drawn to my figure and costume. I remembered 
what I had seen in the mirror, and hastened to pursue 
the button. Obstinacy of a sort seized upon me, and 
I did my best to arrest the thing, but it slipped away, 
and kept turning over and over, so that I could not 
grasp it, and made a sad spectacle of myself with my 
awkwardness. Then there came over me a feeling that 
my last remaining strength was about to leave me, 
and that all, all was lost — reputation, manhood, every- 
thing! In both cars I seemed to hear the voices of 
Theresa and Phaldoni. At length, however, I grasped 
the button, and, raising and straightening myself, 
stood humbly with clasped hands — looking a veritable 
fool! But no. First of all I tried to attach the button 
to the ragged threads, and smiled each time that it 
broke away from them, and smiled again. In the 
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beginning his Excellency had turned away, but now 
he threw me another glance, and I heard him say to 
Evstah Ivanovitch: “ What on earth is the matter with 
the fellow? Look at the figure he cuts! Who to God 
is he? Ah, beloved, only to hear that, '* Who to God 
is he?** Truly I had made mv'self a marked man! 
In reply to his Excellency Evstafi murmured: “He 
is no one of any note, though his character is good. 
Besides, his salary' is sufficient as tlie scale goes/’ 
“ Very well, then; but help him out of his difficulties 
s<miehow,” said his Excellency. “ GivT him a trifle 
of salary in advance.” “ It is all forestalled,” was the 
reply. “ He drew it some time ago. But his record 
is good. There is nothing against him.” At this I 
felt as though I were in Hell lire. I could actually have 
died! ” Well, well.” said his Excellency, “ let him copy 
out the document a second lime. l)u‘vushkin, come 
here. You are to make another copy of this paper, and 
to make it as (juickly as possible.” With that he 
tunied to some other officials presi*nt, issued to th(*m a 
few orders, and the company dispersed. No sooner 
had they done so than his Excellency hurriedly juilled 
out a pocket-book, took thence a note for a hundred 
rou])les, and, with the words, “ 'bake this. It is as 
mucJi as I can afford. I'rcat it as you like,” plac(*d the 
money in my hand! At this, dearest, 1 started and 
trembled, for I was moved to my very soul. What next 
I did I hardly know, except that I know that I seized his 
Ex('< llcncy by the hand. Hut he only grew very red, 
and then — no, I am not departing by a liair’s-brcadth 
from the truth— it is true that he took this unworthy 
hand in his, and shook it! Yes, he took this hand of 
mine in his, and shook it, as though I had hern his 
equal, as though I had been a general like himself! 
“ C 10 now,*' he said. “ This is all that I can do for you. 
Make no further mistakes, and I will overlocjk your 
fault.” 

What I think about it is this. I beg of you and of 
Thedora, and had I any children I should beg of them 
also, to pray ever to (iod for his Excx‘ilency. 1 should 
say to my children: “ For your father you need not 
pray; but for his Excellency I bid you pray until your 



120 Poor Folk 

lives shall end.'' Yes, dear one— I tell you this in all 
solemnity, so hearken well unto my words— that though, 
during these cruel da\'s of our adversity, I have nearly 
died of distress of soul at the sight of you and your 
ix)verty, as well as at the sight of myself and my abase- 
ment and helplessness, I yet care less for the hundred 
roubles which his Excellency has given me than for tlu* 
fact that he was good enough to take the hand of a 
wretched drunkard in his own and press it. By that 
act he restored me to myself. By that act he revived 
my courage, he made life for ever sweet to me. . . . 
Yes, sure am I that, sinner though I be before the 
Almighty, my prayers for the happiness and prosperity 
of his Excellency will yet ascend to the Heavenly 
Throne! . . . 

But, my darling, for the moment I am terribly agitated 
and distraught. My heart is beating as though it would 
burst my breast, and all my body seems weak. ... I 
s('nd you forty-five roubles in notes. Another twenty 
1 shall give to my landlady, and the remaining thirty- 
live I shall keep — twenty for new clothes and fifteen for 
actual living expenses. But these experiences of the 
morning have shaken me to the core, and I must rest a 
while. It is quiet, very quiet, here. My breath is 
coming in jerks: deep down in my breast I can hear it 
sobbing and trembling. ... I will come and sec you 
soon, but at the; moment my head is aching with tliesc' 
various sensations. God secs all things, my darling, my 
priceless treasure! - Your steadfast friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

September loth. 

My beloved Mak.\r Alexievitch, — I am unspeak- 
ably rejoiced at your good fortune, and fully appreciate 
the kindness of your superior. Now, take a rest from 
your cares. Only do not again spend money to no 
advantage. Live as quietly and as frugally lus possible, 
and from to-day begin ;Uways to set aside something, 
lest misfortune again overtake you. Do not, for God's 
sake, worry yourself: Thedora and I will get on some- 
how. Why have you sent me so much money? I 
really do not need it — what I had already would have 
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been quite sufficient. True, I shall soon be needint; 
further funds if I am to leave these loiigincjs. but Thedora 
is hoping before long to Receive repayment of an old 
debt. Of course, at least tiventy roubles will have to 
be set aside for indis[)ensable requirements, but the 
remainder shall be returned to you. Pray take care of 
it, Makar Alexicvitch. Now, got>d-bve. May your life 
continue peaceful, and may yo\i preserve your health 
and spirits. I would have written to you at greater 
length had I not felt so terribly weary. Yesterday I 
never left my bed. I am glad that you have pnanised 
to come and see me. Yes, you mfcs7 pay me a visit. 

H. 1). 


>( pti’morr \ith. 

My darling Barbara Ai.exilvna. -I implore you 
not to h ave me now that I am oma- more happy and 
contented. Disregard what Thedoia savs, and 1 will do 
anything in the world for you. 1 will behave iinst'lf 
better, even if only out of respi'ct for liis h'xei llenc\', 
and guard my every action. ()n('(‘ more we uill e\- 
change cheeiful letters with one another, and make 
mutual confidence of our thoughts and joys and sorrows 
(if Si) be that we shall know any more sorrous Yes, 
we will live twice as ha})pily and comfortably as of old. 
Also, we will exchange books. . . . Ange l of my heart, 
a great change has takim place in my fortunes a chang(‘ 
very much for the better. My landhuly lias Ixsonn* 
more ac('ommodating; Theresa has km oveii'd Iht senses; 
e.ven Phaldoni springs to do my bidding. Likewise 1 
have made my peace* with Bataziaev. Ih' came* to sev 
me of his own acconl, the? moment that he heaid the* 
glad tidings. There can be no doubt that he is a good 
fellow, that there is no truth in the slanders that one 
hears of him. For one thing, 1 have discovered that he* 
neveir had any intention of putting me and yomself into 
a book. This he told me himself, and then n'.id to m<* 
his latest work. As for his calling me “ Lovelace," he 
had intended no rudeness or indecency tlareby. The 
term is men‘!v one of foreign derivation, meaning a 
clever h llow, or, in more literary and elegant languagt*. 
a gentleman with whom one must re( kon. That is all; 
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it was a mere harmless jest, my beloved. Only ignorance 
made me lose my temper, and I have expressed to him 
my regret. . . . How beautiful is the weather to-day, 
my little Barbara! True, there was a slight frost in the 
early morning, as though scattered through a sieve, but 
it was nothing, and the breeze soon freshened the air. 
I went out to buy some shoes, and obtained a splendid 
pair. Then, after a stroll along the Nevski Prospect, I 
read The Daily Bee. This reminds me that I have for- 
gotten to tell you the most important thing of all. It 
happened like this: — 

This morning I had a talk with Emelia Ivanovitch 
and Aksenti Michaelovitch concerning his Excellency. 
Apparently I am not the only person to whom he has 
acted kindly and been charitable, for he is known to 
the whole world for his goodness of heart. In many 
quarters his praises are to be heard; in many quarters 
he has called forth tears of gratitude. Among other 
things he undertook the care of an orphaned girl, and 
married her to an official, the son of a poor widow, and 
found this man place in a certain chancellory, and in 
other ways benefited him. Well, dearest, I considered 
it to be my duty to add my mite by publishing abroad the 
story of his Excellency’s gracious treatment of myself. 
Accordingly I related the whole occurrence to my inter- 
locutors, and concealed not a single detail. In fact, I 
put my pride into my pocket — though why should I 
feel ashamed of having been elated by such an occur- 
rence? " Let it only be noised afield,” said I to myself, 
” and it will redound greatly to his Excellency’s credit.” 
So I expressed myself enthusiastically on the subject 
and never faltered. On the contrary, I felt proud to 
have such a story to tell. I referred to every one con- 
cerned (except to yourself, of course, dearest) — to my 
landlady, to Phaldoni, to Rataziaev, to Markov. I 
even mentioned the matter of my shoes 1 Some of those 
standing by laughed — in fact every one present did so, 
but probably it was my own figure or the incident of 
my shoes — more particularly the latter — that excited 
merriment, for I am sure it was not meant ill-naturedly. 
My hearers may have been young men, or well off: 
certainly they cannot have been laughing with evil intent 
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at what I had said. Anything against his H.vcellency 
cannot have been in their thoughts. Eh, Barbara? 

Even now I cannot wholly collect my faculties, so 
upset am I by recent events. . . . Have you anv fuel 
to go on with, Barbara ? You must not ex{x)se your- 
self to cold. Also, you have depressed my spirits with 
your fears for the future. Daily I pray to God on your 
behalf. Ah, how I pray to Him! . . . Likewise, have 
you any woollen stockings to wear, and warm clothes 
gemrally? Mind you, if there is anything you need, 
you must not hurt an old man’s feelings by failing to 
apply to him for what you re(]uire. The bad times are 
gone now, and the future is looking bright and fair. 

But what bad times they were, Barbara, even though 
they be gone, and can no longer matter! As the yeairs 
pass on we shall gradually recover ourselves. How 
clearly I remember my youth! In those days I never 
had a kopeck to spare. Yet, cold ,uul hungry though 
I was, I was always light-hearted. In the morning 1 
W'ould walk the Nevski Prospect, and meet nice-looking 
people, and be happy all day. Yes, it was a glorious, 
a glorious time! It was good to 1)0 alive, especially 
in St. Petersburg. Yet it is but yesterday that I was 
beseeching God with tears to pardon me m\' sins during 
the late sorrowfiil period — to })ardon me my murmur- 
ings and evil thoughts and gambling and drunkenness. 
And you I remembered in my j)rayers, for you alone 
have encouraged and comforted me, you aione have 
given me advice and instruction. I shall never forget 
that, dearest. To-day I gave each one of your letters 
a kiss. . . . Good-bye, beloved. 1 have bern told that 
there is going to be a sale of clothing somcwliere in this 
neighbourhood. Once im)re good-l)ve, good-bye, my 
angel. — Yours in heart and s<jul, 

Makak Dikvushkin. 

Srpieftihcr i 5/A. 

My dearest Makar Alexievitc}!,-*-! am in terrible 
distress. I feel sure that something is alx)ut to h.'if>pen. 
The matter, my beloved friend, is that Monsieur Bwikov 
is again in St. Petersburg, for Thedora has met him. 
He was driving along in a drozhki, but, on meeting 
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Thedora, he ordered the coachman to stop, sprang out, 
and inquired of her where she was living; but this she 
would not tell him. Next he said with a smile that he 
knew quite well who was living with her (evidently 
Anna Thedorovna had told him); whereupon Thedora 
could hold out no longer, but then and there, in the 
street, railed at and abused him — telling him that he 
was an immoral man, and the cause of all my misfor- 
tunes. To this he replied that a person who did not 
possess a groat must surely be rather badly olt; to 
which Thedora retorted that I could alway^s either live 
by the labour of my hands or marry — that it was not 
so much a question of my losing posts as of my losing 
my happiness, the ruin of which had led almost to my 
death. In reply he observed that, though I was still 
quite young, I seemed to have lost my wits, and that 
my “ virtue appeared to be under a cloud (I quote 
his exact words). Both I and Thedora had thought 
that he does not know where I live; but, last night, 
just as I had left the house to make a few purchases in 
the Gostinni Dvor, he appeared at our rooms (evidently 
he had not wanted to find me at home), and put many 
c|ucstions to Thedora concerning our way of living. 
Then, after inspecting my work, he wound up with: 
‘‘Who is this tcliinovnik friend of yours?” At the 
moment you hap[)ened to be passing through the coiirt- 
)'ar(l, so Thedora pointed you out, and the man peered 
at you, and laughed. Thedora ne.xt asked him to 
depart — telling him that I was still ill from grief, and 
that it would give me great pain to see him there; to 
which, after a pause, he replied that he had come 
because he had had nothing b(‘tter to do. Also, he was 
for giving Tlic'dora twenty-hve roubles, but, of course, 
she declined them. What does it all mean? Why 
has he paid this visit ? I cannot understand his getting 
to know about me. I am lost in conjecture. Tlicdora, 
however, says that Aksinia, her sister-in-law (who 
sometimes comes to see her), is acquainted with a 
laundress named Nastasia, and that this woman has a 
cousin in the position of watchman to a department 
of which a certain friend of Anna Thedorovna’s nephew 
forms one of the staff. Can it be, therefore, that an 



Poor Folk 


125 

intrigue has been hatched through this channel? Hut 
Thedora may be entirely mistaken. We hardly know 
what to think. What if he should come again? The 
very thou^dit terrifies me. When Thedora told me of 
this last night such terror sei/.etl ujvon me that I almost 
swooned away. What can the man lx* wanting? At 
all events I refuse to know such peoj^le. What have 
they to do with my wretched sell? Ah, how I am 
haunted with an.xiety, for every moment I keej) thinking 
that Bwikov is at hand! liVw/ will become of me? 
What more has fate in store for me? For ('hrist’s sake 
come and see me, Makar Alexievitch! F{)r Christ’s 
sake come and see me soon! 


Septfmhff iHth. 

Mv BELOVED Hakb.vra Ai.hxikvna. -To (lay there 
took plart* in this hous(‘ a most lami'iitalT*, a most 
m>'sterious, a most unlo<»ked-for oC('urrene(‘. Ihist of 
all let me tell \’()U that fX)or (jorshkov has been entirely 
alisolved of guilt. The decision has bei*n l(»ng in ('ommg. 
but this morning he wi*nt to h(‘ar the linal resolution 
read. It was entirely in his lavour. An\' ( ulpability 
which had been imj)uted to him for neghgdua* and 
irreguIaritN' was removed by the resolution. Tikc'wise 
he was autlioriscd to recover of the merchant a large 
sum ot money. Thus Ik' stands (‘iitin'h' justilied, ;ind 
has had his character ( ItMiised fnaii all stain, in short, 
lie Could not have wished for a more comjilete vindK a- 
ti(m. \\ hen he arriv(‘d home at thria* (/cloc k 1 k’ was 
looking as white as a she<*t, and his lips wcaa* (juivering. 
Yet tluTc was a smile on his face as he embraced his wile 
and children. In a body the rest of us r.in to (ongratu- 
late him, and he was greath' moved bv tin* act P»ow- 
ing to us, he pressed our hands in turn. As he did so 
I thought, somehow, that he sra-med to ha\'e groven 
taller and straighter, and that the pus rliops seemed to 
have disappeared from his eyelashes. \’et how agitated 
he was. p H i' fellow! He could not k st c]iiietlv for two 
minutes gether, but kejit picking iij>and th( n dropping 
uliatsoever came to his hand, .<nd bowing and smiling 
without intermission, and sitting down and getting up, 
and again sitting down, and chattering (iod only knows 
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what about his honour and his good name and his little 
ones. How he did talk— yes, and weep too! Indeed, 
few of ourselves could refrain from tears; although 
Rataziaev remarked (probably to encourage Gorshkov) 
that honour mattered nothing when one had nothing to 
eat, and that money was the chief thing in the world, 
and that for it alone ought God to be thanked. Then 
he slapped Gorshkov on the shoulder, but I thought 
that (iorshkov somehow seemed hurt at this. He did 
not express any open displeasure, but threw Rataziaev 
a curious look, and removed his hand from his shoulder. 
Once upon a time he would not have acted thus; but 
characters differ. For example, I myself should have 
hesitated, at such a season of rejoicing, to seem proud, 
even though excessive deference and civility at such 
a moment might have been construed as a lapse both 
of moral courage and of mental vigour. However, 
this is none of my business. All that Gorshkov said 
was: “ Yes, money is a good thing, glory be to God! " 
In fact, the whole time that wc remained in his room 
he kept repeating to himself: “ Glory be to God, glory 
be to God!” His wife ordered a richer and more 
delicate meal than usual, and the landlady herself 
cooked it, for at heart she is not a bad woman. But 
until the meal was served Gorslikov could not remain 
still. He kept entering every one’s room in turn 
(whether invited tliither or not), and, seating himself 
stnilingly upon a chair, would sometimes say something, 
and sometimes not utter a word, but get up and go out 
again. In the naval officer’s room he even took a pack 
of playing-cards into his hand, and was tliereupon 
invited to make a fourth in a game; but after losing a 
few times, as well as making several blunders in his 
play, he abandoned the pursuit. ” No,” said he, ” that 
is the sort of man that I am~that is all that I am good 
for,” and departed. Next, encountering myself in the 
corridor, he took my hands in his, and gazed into my 
face with a rather curious air. Then he pressed my 
hands again, and moved away still smiling, smiling, 
but in an odd, weary sort of manner, much as a corpse 
might smile. Meanwhile his wife was weeping for joy, 
and everything in their room was decked in holiday 
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^ise. Presently dinner was served, and after they had 
dined Gorshkov said to his wife: ** See now, dearest 
I am going to rest a little while; and with that weiit 
to bed. Presently he chilled his little daughter to his 
side. and. laying his hand uj)on the child’s head, lav 
a long while looking at her. Then he turned to his wife 
again and asked her: “ What of Petinka? Where is 
our Petinka.?” whereupon his wife crossed hen^elf 
and replied: “Why, our Petinka is dead!” “Yes', 
yes. I know— of course.” said her husbaiul. “ Petinka 
IS now in the Kingdom of Heaven.” This showed his 
wife that her husband was not quite in his right senses— 
that the recent occurrence had upset him: so she said* 
My dearest, you must sleep awhile.” " I will do so.” 

he repli(‘d. at once -I am rather ” And he turned 

over, and lay silent for a time. Then again he turnc'd 
round, and tried to say something, but his wife could 
not hear what it was. “What do you say ? “ she 
inquired, but he made no rejdv. Then again she waited 
a few moments until she thought to herst^lf, “ He has 
gone to sleep, and departed to spend an hour with the 
landlady. At the end of that hour sh(‘ returned only 
to hnd that her husband had not yd awoktai, but was 
still lying motionh'ss. “ He is sleeping very soundly,” 
she retlected as she sat down and began to work at 
something or otiier. Since tlien slu* has told us that 
when half an lajur or so had elapsed shi* fell into a 
reverie. What slu' was thinking of she cannot reiiKun- 
|>er save that she had forgotten altogether alx)ut Ikt 
husband. Ihen she awoke with a curious sort of si*nsa- 
tiori at her heart. I he first thing that struck her was 
the deathlike stillness of the rofjin. (dancing at the 
bed. she perceived her husband to hv. King in the same 
position as before. Thereupon she approa(:h(‘d him 
turned the coverlet back, and saw that he was stiff ami 
cold— that he had died suddenlv, as though smitten 
with a stroke. But of what pr(‘(:iselv he died God only 
knows. The affair has so terribly imj)ressed me that 
even now I cannot fully collect my thoughts. It would 
scarcely be believed that a human being could die so 
simply —and he such a poor, needy wnde h, this (jorsh- 
kov ! What a fate, what a fate, to be sure ! His wife is 
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plunged in tears and panic-stricken, while his little 
daughter has run away somewhere to hide herself. In 
their room, however, all is bustle and confusion, for the 
doctors are about to make an autopsy on the corpse. 
But I cannot tell you things for certain; I only know 
that I am most grieved, most grieved. How sad to 
think that one never knows what even a day, what 
even an hour, may bring forth! One seems to die to 
so little purpose! . . . — Your own 

Makar Dievushkin. 

September 19///. 

My beloved Barbara Alexievna, — I hasten to let 
you know that Rataziaev has found me some work to 
do for a certain writer — the latter having submitted 
to him a large manuscript. Glory be to God, for this 
means a large amount of work to do. Yet, though 
tli(i copy is wanted in haste, the original is so carelessly 
written that I hardly know how to set about my task. 
Indeed, certain parts of th(‘ manuscript are almost 
undecipherable. I have agreed to do the work for 
forty kopecks a sheet. You see, therefore (and this 
is my true reason for writing to you), that we shall soon 
be receiving money from an extraneous source. Good- 
bye now, as I must begin upon my labours. — Your 
sincere friend, Makar Dievushkin. 

'September 2^r(i. 

My dearest Makar Alexiicvitch, -I have not 
written to you these three days past for the reason that 
I have been so worried and alarmed. 

Three days ago Bwikov came again to see me. At 
the time I was alone, for Thedora had gone out some- 
where, As soon as I opened the door the sight of him 
so terrified me that I stood rooted to the spot, and could 
feel myself turning pale. Entering with his usual loud 
laugh, he took a chair, and sat down. For a long 
while I could not collect my thoughts: I just sat where 
I was, and went on with my work. Soon his smile 
faded, for my appearance seemed somehow to have 
struck him. You see, of late I have grown thin, and 
my eyes and cheeks have fallen in, and ray face has 
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become as wliite as a sheet; so that any one who know 
me a year ago would scarcely recognise me now. Alter 
a prolonged inspection Bwikov seemed to recover his 
spirits, for he said something to which I duly replied. 
Then again he laughed. Thus he sat for a whole hour 
—talking to me the while, and asking me questions 
ibout one thing and another. At length, just Ixdore 
he rose to depart, he took me bv the h;uid, and said (to 
quote his exa('t words): “ Between ourselves, Barbara 
Alexievna, tliat kinswoman of \ours and inv good 
friend and acquaintance I refer to Anna 'riieiiorovna 
— is a very bad W(»inaii (he ah;o added a grosser term 
of opprobrium). “ First of all she I(‘d your cousin 
astray, and then she ruined votirs(‘]f. I also have 
behaved like a villain, but such is tie way of tla* world." 
Again he laughed. Next, having remarked that, 
though not a miister of elocpience, he had alwa\'s con- 
sidered that obligations of g(‘ntility obliged him to 
have with me a cl(\ar and outspoka-n explanation, he 
went on to say that he sought my liand in maniage; 
that he looked upon it as a duty to r(‘stoie to me mv 
honour; that lu' could offer nu' riches; that, after 
marriage, he would take me to his c(>un(r\’ seat in the 
Ste[)]X‘S, where we would hunt haus, that h(‘ intended 
neva-r to visit St. Petei-sburg again, since everything 
tla re w\ls hornbh*, and h(‘ h.id to taitertain a wauthless 
nephew whom he had sworn to disinherit in favour of 
a h’gal heir; and, linallv, that it was to obtain sncIi a 
legal heir that he was seeking my hand in maniage. 
Lastly he remarked that I seemed to be living in v< rv 
pocu cin umstanccs (which was not suipiising, said he, 
in view of the kennel that 1 inhabited); tliat I should 
die if I remained a month longer in that den; that 
all lodgings in St. Petersburg w’ere detestabh*; anrl 
that he would be glad to know* if I was in want of 
anything. 

So thunderstruck was 1 w'ith the |)roj)osal that I 
could only burst into t<'ars. Thes<- tears he interpreted 
as a sign of gratitude, for he told me that lie had always 
felt assured of my good sense, cleverness, and sensibility, 
but that hitherto he had hesitated to take this step 
until he should have learnt precisely how 1 was getting 
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on. Next he asked me some questions about you ; say- 
ing that he had heard of you as a man of good principle, 
and that since he was unwilling to remain your debtor, 
would a sum of five hundred roubles repay you for all you 
had done for me ? To this I replied that your services to 
myself had been such as could never be requited vnth 
money; whereupon he exclaimed that I was talking 
rubbish and nonsense; that evidently I was still young 
enough to read poetry ; that romances of this kind were 
the undoing of young girls, that books only corrupted 
morality, and that, for his part, he could not abide them. 
" You ought to live as long as 1 have done,” he added, 
” and then you will see what men can be.” With that 
he requested me to give his proposal my favourable 
consideration — saying that he would not like me to take 
such an important step unguardedly, since want of 
thought and impetuosity often spelt ruin to youthful 
inoxpeneiKc, but that he hoped to receive an answer 
in the affirmative. ” Otherwise,” said he, ” I shall 
have no clioicc but to marry a certain merchant’s 
daughter in Moscow, in order that I may keep my vow 
to deprive my nephew of the inheritance.” Then he 
pressed five hundred roubles into my hand — to buy 
myself some bon-bons, as he phrased it — and wound 
up by saying that in the country I should grow as fat 
as a doughnut or a cheese rolled in butter; that at 
the present moment he was extremely busy; and that, 
deeply engaged in business though he had been all day, 
he liad snatched the present opportunity of paying me 
a visit. At length he departed. For a long time I sat 
plunged in reflection. Great though my distress of 
mind was, I soon arrived at a decision. . . . My friend, 
I am going to mairy this man; I have no choice but to 
accejit his proposal. If any one could save me from 
this squalor, and restore to me my good name, and 
avert from me future povortv and want and misfortune, 
he is the man to do it. What else have I to look for 
from the future? What more am I to ask of fate? 
Thedora declares that one need never lose one’s happi- 
ness ; but what , I ask her, can \n) called happiness undei 
such circumstances as mine? At all events I see nc 
other road oj)en, dear friend. I see nothing else to be 
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done. I have worked until I have ruined my health. 
I cannot go on working for ever. Shall I go out into 
the world? Nay; I am worn to a shadow with grief, 
and become good for nothing. Sickly by nature. I 
should merely be a burden uj>on other folks. Of course 
this marriage will not bring me paradise, but what else 
does there remain, my friend — what else does there 
remain ? What other choice is left ? 

I had not asked your advice earlier for the reason 
that I wanted to think the matter over alone. How- 
ever, the decision which you have just read is unalter- 
able, and I am about to announce it to Bwikov himself, 
who in any case has pressed me for a speedy reply, owing 
to the fact (so he says) that his business will not wait 
nor allow him to remain here longer, mid tliat therefore 
no trifle must be allowed to stmid in its way. (iod 
alone know's whether I shall lx* happy, but my fate is 
in His holy, His inscrutable hand, and I have so decided. 
Bwikov is said to be kind hearted. He wall at l(‘ast 
respect me, and perliai>s I shall lx* able to return that 
resfx*ct. What more could be looked for from such a 
mairiage? 

1 have now told you all, Makar Alexievitch, and fei*I 
sure that you will undei-stand my des|X)n(h’ncy. Do 
not, however, try to divert me from my intention, for 
all your efforts will lx* in vain. Think for a moment; 
weigh in your heart for a moment all that has led me 
to take this step. At first my anguish was extreme, 
but now 1 am quieter. What awaits me I know not. 
What must be must he. and as God may send. . . . 

Bwikov has just arrived, so I am leaving this hdter 
unfinished. Otherwise I had much else to say to you. 
Bwikov is even now at the door! . . . 

Srptrmhet 2^rd. 

My beloved H.xrbara Alexievna, - I hasten to reply 
to you — I hasten to express to you niy extreme astonish- 
ment. ... In passing I may mention that yesterday 
we I)uried jxior Gorshkov. . . . Yes, Bwikov has acted 
nobly, and you hav'e no choice but to accept him. All 
things are in God’s hands. This is so, and must always 
be so; and the purjxises of the Divine Creator are at 
:>nce good and inscrutable, as also is Fate, which is one 
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with Him. . . . Thedora wilJ share your happiness-^ 
for, of course, you will be happy, and free from want, 
darling, dearest, sweetest of angels! But why should 
ihc matter be S(j hurried? Oh, of course — Monsieur 
Bwikov’s business affairs. Only a man who has no 
affairs to see to can afford to disregard such things. I 
got a glimpse of .Monsieur Bwikov as he was leaving your 
door. He is a fincdooking man — a very fine-looking 
man: though that is not the point that I should most 
have noticed had I I)ccn quite myself at the time. . . . 
In future shall we be able to write letters to one another? 
I keep wondering and wondering what has led you to 
say all that you have done. To think that just when 
twenty pages of my copying are completed Ms has 
hap[)ened! ... I suppose you will be able to make 
many purchases now — to buy shoes and dresses and all 
sorts of things? Do you remember the shops in Gorok- 
hovaia Street of which I used to speak ? . . . But no. 
You ought not to go out at present — you simply ought 
not to, and shall not. Presently you will be able to buy 
many, many things, and to keep a carriage. Also, at 
present the weather is bad. Rain is descending in i)ail- 
fuls, and it is such a soaking kind of rain that — that you 
might catch cold from it, my darling, and the chill might 
go to your heart. Why should your fear of this man 
lead \'ou to tak(‘ such risks when all the time I am here 
to do your bidding? So Thedora declares great happi- 
ness to be awaiting you, does she? She is a gossiping 
old woman, and evidently d(‘sires to ruin you. Shall you 
be at the all-night Mass this evening, dearest ? I should 
like tt) come and sec you there. Yes, Bwikov spoke but 
the truth when he said that you are a woman of virtue, 
wit, and good feeling. Yet I think he would do far better 
to marry the merchant's daughter. What think you 
about it ? Yes, ’twould be far better for him. As soon 
as it grows dark to-night I mean to come and sit with 
you for an hour. To-night twilight will close in early, 
s^) I shall soon be with you. Yes, come what may, I 
moan to sec you for an hour. At present, I suppose, you 
arc o.xpocting Bwikov, but I w'ill come as soon as he has 
gone. So stay at home until I have arrived, dearest. 

Makar Dievushki.v. 
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Septtmbif ijth. 

Dear Makar Alexievitch,— Bwikov has just in- 
formed me that I must have at least three dozen linen 
blouses; so I must go at once and look for sempstresses 
to make two out of the three dozen, since time presses. 
Indeed. Monsieur Bwikov is quite angry alx)Ut the fuss 
which these frij)peries are entailing, seeing that there 
remain hut five days l)efore the wedding, and we are ti) 
depart on the following day. He ke(‘[)s rushing alK)ut 
and declaring that no time ought to be wasted on triiles. 
I am terribly worried, and scarcely able to stand on my 
feet. There is so much to do. and, perhaps, so much 
that were better left undone! Mortvjver. I have no 
blond or other lace; so there is another item to be 
purchased, since Bwikov declares that he cannot have his 
bride look like a cook, but, on the contrary, she must 
“ put the noses of the great ladies out of joint.” That 
is his expression. I wish, therefore, that you would go 
to Madame Chiifon’s. in Gorokhovaia Street, and ask 
her, in the first place, to send me some semj)str(‘sscs, 
and. in the second place, to give herself the trouble of 
aiming in person, as I am too ill to go out. Our lu \v fiat 
is very cold, and still in great disorder. Also, Bwikov has 
an aunt who is at her last gasp through old agt . ami mav 
die before our departure. He himself, howcvcT, declares 
this to b<.‘ nothing, and says that she will soon recover. 
He is not yet living with me. and I have to go running 
hitlier and tiiither to find him. Only Thedora is acting 
.IS my servant, together with Bwikov \s valet, who over- 
sees everything, but has Ixmui absent for the past three 
days. Each morning Bwikov goes to business, and loses 
his temper. Yesterd.iy he even had some trouble 
with the {X)lice becau.se of his thrashing the steward of 
these buildings. ... I have no one to send with this 
letter, so I am going tc) post it. . . . Ah! I ha<I almost 
forgotten the most im|X)rtant jK)int - which is tliat I 
should like you to go and tell Madame (diilfon that I wish 
the bloiKl lace to be changed in conformity with y(*ster- 
day’s patterns, if she will be good enough to bring with 
her a new assortment. Als^) say fbat I have altered 
my mind alK)ut the satin, which t wish to be tamboured 
with crochet-work; also that tamlxmr is to l)C used with 
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monograms on the various garments. Do you hear? 
Tamtx)ur, not smooth work. Do not forget that it is 
to be tambour. An{)ther thing I had almost forgotten : 
which is that the lappets of the fur cloak must be raised, 
and the collar bound with lace. Please tell her these 
things, Makar Alexievitch. — Your friend, B. D. 

PS . — I am so ashamed to trouble you with my com- 
missions! This is the third morning that you will have 
spent in running about for my sake. But what else am 
1 to do? The whole place is in disorder, and I myself 
am ill. Do not be \’exed with me, Makar Alexievitch. 
I am feeling so depressed! What is going to become of 
me, dear friend, dear, kind, old Makar Alexievitch? I 
dread to look forward into the future. Somehow I feel 
apprehensive; I am living, as it were, in a mist. Yet, 
for God’s sake, forget none of my commissions. I am 
so afraid lest you siiould make a mistake! Remember 
that everything is to be tambour work, not smooth. 

September 27 th. 

My beloved Barbara Alexievna,— -I have carefully 
fulfilled your romniissions. Madame Chiffon informs 
me that she herself had thought of using tambour work, 
as being more suitable (though I did not quite take in all 
she said). Also, she has informed me that, since you 
have given certain directions in writing, she has followed 
them (though again I do not clearly remember all that 
she said — I only remember that she said a very great 
deal, for she is a most tiresome old woman). These 
observations she will soon be repeating to you in person. 
For myself, I feel absolutely exhausted, and have not 
been to the office to-day. . . . Do not despair about the 
future, dearest. To savx* you trouble I would visit every 
shop in St. Petersburg. You write that you dare not 
look forward into the future. But by to-night, at seven 
o’clock, you will have learnt all, for Madame Chiffon will 
have arrived in person to see you. Hope on, and every- 
thing will order itself for the best. Of course I am 
referring only to these accursed gewgaws, to these frills 
and fripperies! Ah me, ah me, how glad I shall be to 
see you, my angel! Yes, how glad I shall be! Twice 
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already to-day I have passed the gates of your abode. 
Unfortunately, this Bwikov is a man of such choler 

that Well, things are as they are. 

Makar Dievushkin. 

Septfmh^r 2^th. 

My dearest Makar Alexievitch, — For God’s sake 
go to the jeweller’s, and tell him that, after all, he need 
not make the pearl and emerald ear-rings. Monsieur 
Bwikov says that they will cost him too much, that they 
will burn a veritable hole in his pocket. In fact, he has 
lost his temper again, and declares that he is bting 
robbed. Yesterday he added that, had he but known, 
but foreseen, these expenses, he would never have 
married. Also, he says that, as things are, he intends 
only to have a plain wedding, an<l then to depart. *' You 
must not look for any darn ing or festivity or entertain- 
ment of guests, for our gala timis are still in th(‘ air.” 
Such were his words, (iod knows I do not want s\ich 
things, but none the h‘ss Bwikov has forl)idden them. 
I made him no answaT on the subj(Tt, for he is a man all 
too (Msily irritated. What, what is going to become of 
me? H. 1). 

Sfpti iulu'f 2Sth. 

Mv BELOVED Barbara Alexievna, All is w<‘ll as 
regards the jeweller. Unfortunately I have also to say 
that I myself have fallen ill, and cannot ris(? from 1 h*( 1. 
Just when so many things need to be done I have gone 
and caught a chill, the devil take it! Also I have to tell 
you that, to complete my misfortunes, his lixcellency 
lias been pleased to become stricter. 1 o-day he railed 
at and scolded Emelia Ivanovitch until the poor fellow 
was quite put about. That is the sum of my news. 
No — there is something else concerning which 1 should 
like to write to you, but am afraid to obtrudt* u|>on your 
notice. I am a simple, dull fellow who wnt<s down 
whatsoever first comes into his head. — Your friend, 

Makar Dievushkin. 

September 2<)ih. 

My own Barbara Alexievna, To-day, dearest, I 
saw Thedora, who informed me that vou are to be 
married to-morrow, and on the following day to go 
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away— for which purpose Bwikov has ordered a post- 
chaise. . . . Well, of tiie incident of his Excellency I have 
already told you. Also 1 have verified the bill from thr 
sliop in (iorokhovaia Street. It is correct, but very lon^:. 
Wiiy is Monsieur Bwikov so out of humour with you:' 
Nay, but you must be of good cheer, my darling. / am 
so, and shall always be so so long as you are happy. I 
slKJuld have cvano to the church to-morrow, but, alas I 
shall be prevented ircm doing so by the pain in my loins. 
Also, 1 would liave written an account of the ceremony, 
but that there will be no one to report to me the details. 

. . . V(‘s, you have been a very good friend to Thedora, 
dearest. You have acted kindly, very kindly, towards 
Iw r. For ev{!ry such deed God will bless you. Good 
de('ds never go unrewarded, nor does virtue ever fail to 
win the crown of divine justice, be it early or be it late. 
Much els(‘ should I have liked to write to you. Every 
hour, every minute I could occupy in writing. Indeed 
I ('ould write to you for ever! Only your book, The 
Stories of Bielkin, is left to me. Do not deprive me of it, 
I pray you, but suffer me to keep it. It is not so much 
b('( aus(‘ I wish to read the book for its own sake as 
becaust? winter is coming on, when the evenings will be 
long and dreary, and one will want to read at least some- 
ihini^. Do you know, I am going to move from my 
present quarters inlo your old ones, which I intend to 
rent from Thedora; for I could never part with that good 
old woman. Moniover, she is such a splendid worker. 
Yesterday I inspected your empty room in detail, and 
inspected your embroidery-frame, with the work still 
hanging on it. It had been left untouched in its corner. 
N<‘xt 1 inspected the work itself, of which there still 
remained a few remnants, and saw that you had used 
one of my letters for a si)ool upon wliich to wind your 
thread. Also, on the table I found a scrap of paper 
which had written on it, “ My dearest Makar Alexie- 

vitch, I hasten to that was all. Evidently soim* one 

had inlerrui)ted you at an interesting point. Lastl\’. 
behind a screen there was your little bed. . . . O darling 
of darlings!!! . . . Well, good-bye now, good-bye now', 
but for God’s sake send me something in answer to this 
let ter I Makar Dievushkin. 
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Septimbef 

My BELOVED Makar Alexievitch,— All is over! 
The die is cast! What my lot may have in store I know 
not. but I am submissive to the will of God. To-morrow, 
then, we dep)art. I'or the last time I take my leave ol 
vou, my friend be\ond price, my benefactor, my dear 
<»ne! Do not grieve for me, but try to live happily. 
Think of me sometimes, and may the biessiin.; of Almighty 
(jod light upon you! For myself, 1 shall often have \'oi: 
in remembrance, and recall you in my prayers. 1 hus 
our time together ha'^ come to an end. Little comfort in 
mv new life shall I derive from memories of the past. 
The more, therefore, shall 1 cherish the recollection oi 
vou, and the dearer will you ever be to mv ht‘art. Hen* 
\ ou have been my only friend ; here you alone have loved 
me. Yes, I have seen all, I have known all — I havi‘ 
throughout known how well you love me. ;\ singli* 
smile of mine, a single stroke from my pen, has bee n able 
to make you happy. . . . Hut now you mu''t forget 
me, . . . How lonely you will be! Why should you stav 
h(*re at all, kind, inestimable, but solitary, friend of mine ^ 
I'o your care I entrust tlie book, the (‘inbroidery frame, 
and the letter upon which I had begun. When you look 
upon the few words which the letter contains you will 
1)0 able mentally to read in thought all that you would 
have liked further to hear or nxeive from me — all that 
I would so gladly have written, but can never now write 
I hink sometimes of your poor little Harbara who loved 
vou so well. All your letters I have left btdnnd mi‘ in tin- 
top drawer of Thedora's chest of diawers. . . . You 
w rite that you are ill , but Monsieur Bwikov will not let nu* 
leave the house to-day; so that I can only wTite to vou. 
Also, 1 will write again before long, 'lhat is a j)r<)imse. 
Vet God only knows when I shall lx? able to do so. . . 
Now wc must bid one another for ever farewell, my 
friend, my beloved, my own! Yes, it must lx? for ev'er! 
Ah, how at this moment 1 could (inbiace \ou! (xkkI~ 
bye, dear friend — good bye, good-bye! May you ever 
rest well and happy! To the end 1 shall keep you in 
iny prayers. How my heart is aching under its load 
of S(.)rrow! . . . Monsieur Bwikov is just calling for 
me. . . . — Your ever k>ving iL 
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PS.— My heart is full! It is full to bursting of tears! 
Sorrow has me in its grip, and is tearing me to pieces. 
Good-bye. My God, what grief! 

Do not, do not forget your poor Barbara! 


Beloved Barbara— my jewel, my priceless one,-- 
You are now almost en route, you are now just about to 
depart ! Would that they had tom niy heart out of my 
breast rather than have taken you away from me ! How 
could you allow it? You weep, yet you go! And only 
this moment I have received from you a letter stained 
with your tears! It must be that you are departing 
unwillingly; it must be that you are being abducted 
against your will; it must be that you are sorry for me; 
it must be that — that you love me! . . . Yet how will 
it faro with you now ? Your heart will soon have become 
chilled and sick and depressed. Grief will soon have 
sucked away its life; grief will soon have rent it in twain. 
Yes, you will die where you be, and be laid to rest in the 
cold, moist earth wliere there is no one to bewail you. 
Monsieur Bwikov will only be hunting hares! . . . Ah, 
my darling, my darling! Why did you come to this 
dec' is ion ? How could you bring yourself to take such a 
step? What have you done, have you done, have you 
done? Soon they will be carrying you away to the 
tomb; soon your beauty will have become defiled, my 
anged. All, dearest one, you are as wcKik as a feather. 
And where have / been all this time ? What have / been 
thinking of? I have treated you merely as a froward 
child whose head was aching. Fool that 1 was, I neither 
saw nor und(*rstood, I have behaved as though, right or 
wrong, the matter was in no way my concern. Yes, I 
have been running about after fripperies! . . . Ah, but 
I ir//l leave my bed. To-moriow I will rise sound and 
well, and be once more myself. . . . Dearest. I could 
throw myself under the wheels of a passing vehicle 
rather than that you should go like this. By wliat right 
is it being done? ... I will go with you; I will run 
bt'hiiul your carriage if you will not take me — yes, I will 
run. and run so long as the power is in me, and until my 
breath shall have failed. Do you know whither you are 
going ? Perhaps vou will not know, and will have to ask 
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me? Before you there lie the Stcpiies, my darling — only 
the Steppes, the naked Steppt^s. the Step{>es that an^ iis 
bare as the palm of my hand. There there live only heart- 
less old women and rude peiisants and drunkards. Tlurre 
the trees have already shed their leaves. There there 
abide but rain and cold. Why .should you go thither? 
True, Monsieur Bwikov will have his diversions in that 
country’ — he will Ik* able to hunt the hare: but what of 
yourself? Do you wish to beroine a mere estate lady? 
Nay; look at yourself, my seraph of heaven. Are you 
in any way fitted for such a role? How could you play 
it? To whom should I write le tters? To whom should 
I send these missives? Whom should I call “ my 
darling”? To whom should 1 a])plv that n;ime of 
endearment? Where, too, could 1 find you? When 
you are gone, Barbara, I shall die — for certain I shall die, 
for my heart cannot bear this misery. 1 love you ;ls I 
love the light of God; I love* you as my own daughter; 
to you I have devoted my love in its (*ntnt*ty; only for 
you have I lived at all; only because you were near me 
have I worked and copied manuserij)ts and committed 
my views to paper und<‘r the guise of friendly letters. 
Perhaps vou did not know all this, but it has lH‘en so. 
How, thc'n, my beloved, could you bring yomsclf to 
leave me? Xav, you mmt not go— it is impossible, it is 
sheerlv, it is uttcTly, iinposMblc*. 'rhe* rain will fall u|K)n 
you, and you are weak, and will c atch cold, riie floods 
will stop your carriage. No sooner will it have passe d 
the city barriers than it will break down, purj)os( ly br(*ak 
down. Here, in St. IVtcusburg, they arc* b.id builder's 
of carriages. Yes, I know well these* e ariiage-buildc'rs. 
They are jt‘rry-builders whe) can fasliion a toy, but 
nothing that is durable. Yes, I swe ar tlie‘y can make 
nothing that is durable. ... All that 1 can do is to go 
upon inv kne es before Monsieur Bwikov, and to tell him 
all, to tell him all. I)c> you also t<*ll him all, de aie st, and 
rea.son with him. T<*11 Inm that vou must remain lie re, 
and must not go. Ah, why diel he- not marry that 
merchant’s daughter in .Moscow ? Let him go and marry 
her now. She would suit him far letter and for reasejns 
which 1 well know. Then I could kec-p you. For what 
is he to you, tliis Monsieur Bwikov? Why has he 
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suddenly become so dear to your heart ? Is it because 
he can buy you gewgaws ? What are they ? What use 
are they? They are so much rubbish. One should 
consider human life rather than mere finery. Neverthe- 
less, as soon as I have received my next instalment of 
salary I mean to buy you a new cloak. I mean to buy 
it at a shop with which I am acquainted. Only, you 
must wait until my next instalment is due, my angel of 
a Barbara. Ah, God, my God! To think that you are 
going away into the Steppes with Monsieur Bwikov— 
that you are going away never to return! . . . Nav 
nay, but you shall write to me. You shall write me'a 
letter as soon as you have started, even if it be your last 
letter of all, my dearest. Yet will it be your last letter? 
How has it come about so suddenly, so irrevocably, that 
this letter should be your last ? Nay, nay; I will write 
and you shall write— yes, now, when at length I am 
beginning to improve my style. Style ? I do not know 
what I ani writing. I never do know what I am writing. 

I could not possibly know, for I never read over what 
I have written, nor correct its orthography. At the 
present moment I am writing merely for the sake of 
writing, and to put as much as possible into this last 
letter of mine. . . . 

Ah, dearest, my pet, my own darling I . , , 
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At length I returned from two weeks' leave of absence 
to find that my patrons had arrived three days ago in 
Roulcttenbcrg. I received from them a welcome (juite 
different to that which I had expected. The General 
eyed me coldly, greeted me in rather haughty fashion, 
and dismissed me to pay my respects to his sister. 
It was clear that from somewhere monev had been 
acquintl. 1 thought I could ev(‘n det(rt a certain 
shamefacedness in the General's glance. Maria Phili- 
povna, too, seemed distraught, and conversed with me 
with an air of detachment. Nevortheh^ss, she took the 
money which I handed to her, counted it, and listened 
to what I had to tell. To luncheon th(T(! were experted 
that day a Monsieur Me/auitsov, a Fnau'h lady, and an 
Englishman; for, whenever money was in hand, a 
banquet in Muscovite style was always given. Polina 
AIex<indrovna, on seeing me, imiuired wliy I had Ix^en 
so long away. Then, without waiting for an answer, 
she departed. Evidently this was not mere accident, 
and I felt that I must throw some light upon matters. 
It was high tiim; that I did so. 

I was assigned a small room on the fourth floor of the 
hotel (for you must know that I belonged to the General's 
suite). So far as I could see, the party had already 
gained some notoriety in the place, whicli had come to 
look upon the Genera! as a Russian nobleman of great 
wealth. Indeed, even befon.* luncheon he rharge(l me, 
among other things, to get two thousandTranc notes 
changed for him at the hotel counter, which put us in a 
position to be thought millionaires at all events for 
a week! Later I was about to take Mischa and 
Nadia for a walk when a summons reached me from 

M3 
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the staircase that I must attend tlie General. Ho 
began by deigning to inquire of me where I was going 
to take the cliildre‘n ; and as he did so I could see that 
he failed to look me in the eyes. He wanted to do so, 
but each time was met by rne with such a fixed, dis- 
respectful stare that he desisted in confusion. In 
pompous language, however, which jumbled one sentenct* 
into another, and at length grew disconnected, he gave 
me to understand that I was to lead the children alto- 
gether away from the Casino, and out into the park. 
Filially his anger exploded, and he added sharply: 

“ I suppose you would like to take them to the 
C asino to play roulette? Well, excuse my speaking so 
plainly, but I know how addicted you are to gambling. 
Though I am not your mentor, nor wish to be, at least 
I have a right to require that you shall not actually 
compromise me." 

" I have no money for gambling," I quietly replied. 

" But you will soon be in receipt of some," retort(‘(l 
the (icucral, reddening a litth‘ as hv. dived into his 
writing desk and applied himsidf to a memorandum 
book. From it he saw that he had 120 roubles of minr- 
in his keeping. 

" Let us calculate," he went on. " We must trandati* 
these roubles into thalers. Here- take* 100 thalers, as 
a round sum. The rest will he safe in my hands." 

In silence I took the money. 

" You must not be offciuh'd at what 1 say," he con- 
tinued, " You are too tourin' al)out these things. 
What I have said I have said nu u‘l\' as a warning. To 
do so is no mon^ than my right." 

When returning home with the children before 
luncheon, I met a cavalcadi^ of our party riding to 
view some ruins. Two splendid carriages, magnificently 
horsed, with Mile. Blanche, Maria I’hilipovna, and 
Polina Alexandrovna in one of them, and the French- 
man, the Knglishiu Ml. and the rnaieral in attendance on 
horseback! The p.Lssers-by st()j)ped to stale at them, 
for the effect was splendid — the (ieneral could not have 
improved upon it. I calculated that, with the 4000 
francs which I had brought with nu‘, add(‘d to what mv 
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patrons seemed already to have acquired, the partv 
must be in possession of at least 7000 or 8(KK) fnmcs 
though that would be none too much for Mile. Blanclu', 
who, with her mother and the Frenchman, was also 
lodging in our hotel. The latter gentleman was calk'd 
by the laccjiieys “ Monsieur le Comte/* and Mile, 
lilaiiche's mother was dubbed “ Madame la Comtesse." 
Perhaps in very truth they icerc “ ( unite et Comtesse." 

I knew that “ Monsieur le ('unite " would take no 
notice of me when we med at dinner, as also that the 
(ieneral would not dream of introducing us, nor of 
recommending me to the “ Comte." However, the latter 
had lived awhile in Russia, and knew tluit the person 
referred to as iin " uchitel " is never loc)ked iqxm as a 
bird of fine feather. Of (“oiirhc, strictly speaking, he 
knrw me; but I was an uninvited guc >t at tlie luncheon 

the General had forgotten to arrange otluTwise, or I 
siiould have been di.spatched to dine at the tabic' d’hc‘)te 
Nevertheless I presented nivscdf in mkIi g\hse that 
the General looked at me with a touch of ai)])roval; 
and though the good Maria Philipovna was for showing 
me my place, the fact of my having previously mc't the* 
Englishman, Mr. Astley, saved me, and thenceforward 
I figured as one of the company. 

This strange* Englishman I had met first in Prussia, 
where we haci happc*nt;d to sit vis-d-vis in a railway train 
in which I was travelling to overtake our party; wliile, 
later, I had nin across him in France, and again in 
Switzerland — twice within the space of two weeks! To 
think, therefore, that I should suddenly (‘uc'oiinter liiiii 
.again here, in Ronlettenherg ! Never 111 my life! had I 
known a more retiring man, for he was shy to the pitrh 
of imbecility, yet well aware of the fact (for he was no 
fool). At the same time, he waas a gentle, amiable sort 
of an individual, and, even on our first encounter in 
Prussia I had contrived to draw him out. and he had 
told me that he* had just been to the North (/ape. and 
was now anxious to visit the fair at Nizhni Novgorod. 
How he had comc! to make the GeneraPs acquaintance* 
I do not know, but. app.irrntly, he was much struck 
with Polina. Also, he was de lighted that I should sit 
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next him at table, for he appeared to look upon me as 
his bosom friend. 

During the meal the Frenchman was in great feather: 
he was discursive and pompous to every one. In 
Moscow too, I remembered, he had blown a great 
many bubbles. Interminably he discoursed on finance 
and Russian politics, and though, at times, the General 
made feints to contradict him, he did so humbly, and as 
though wishing not wholly to lose sight of hisown dignity. 

For myself, I was in a curious frame of mind. Even 
before lunclicon was half finished I had asked myself the 
old, eternal question: Why do I continue to dance 
attendance upon the General, instead of having left him 
and his family long ago? Every now and then I 
would glance at Polina AleXtandrovna, but she paid me 
no attention; until eventually I became so irritated that 
I decided to play the boor. 

First of all I suddenly, and for no reason whatever, 
plunged loudly and gratuitously into the general conver- 
sation. Above everything I wanted to pick a quarrel 
with the Frenchman; and with that end in view 1 
turned to the General, and exclaimed in an overbearing 
sort of way — indeed, I think that 1 actually interrupted 
him — that that summer it had been almost impossible 
for a Russian to dine anywhere at tables d'hdte. The 
General bent upon me a glance of astonishment. 

If one is a man of self-respect," I went on, " one 
risks abuse by so doing, and is forced to put up with 
insults of every kind. 13oth at Paris and on the Rhine - 
yes, and even in Switzerland - th(*re are so many i\)Ies, 
with their sympathisers, the French, at these tables 
d’hbte that one cannot get a word in edgeways if one 
happens only to be a Russian." 

This I said in French. The General eyed me doubt- 
fully, for he did not know whether to be angry or merely 
to feel suq)rised that 1 should so far forget m)'sc‘lf. 

" Of course, one always learns something everywhere,'* 
said the Frenchman in a careless, contemptuous sort of 
tone. 

" In Paris, too, I had a dispute with a Pole," I con- 
tinued, " and then with a French officer who supported 
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him. After that a section of the Frenchmen present 
took my part. They did so as soon as I told them tlie 
story of how once I threatened to spit into Monsignor’s 
coffee.” 

To spit into it? ” the Genera] inquired with grave 
disapproval in his tone, and a stare of astunishinent, 
while the Frenchman looked at me unbelievingly. 

Just so," I replietl. " You must know that, on one 
occasion, when, for two days, I had felt certain that at 
any moment I might have to depart for Kome on busi- 
ness, 1 repaiied to the Fmbassy of the Holy See in Paris, 
to have my passjwrt visaed. 1 here 1 encounteix'd a 
sacristan of about fifty, and a man dry and cold of mien. 
After listening politely, but witli great nserve, to my 
account of myself, this sacristan .isked me to wait a 
little. I was in a great hurry to depart, but of course I 
sat down, pulled out a copy of L'Opinion Xaliottiilf, ami 
fell to reading an extraordin.iry piece of invective against 
Russia which it happened to contain. As 1 was thus 
engaged 1 heard some one enter an adjoining room and 
ask for Monsignor; after which I saw the sacristan make 
a low bow to tlie visitor, and then anotlier bow as the 
visitor took his leave. I ventured to remind the good 
man of my own business also; whereupon, with an 
expression of, if anything, increased dryness, he again 
asked me to wait. .Soon a third visitor arrived who, 
like myself, had come on business (he was an Austrian 
of some sort); and as soon as ever he had stated his 
errand he was conducted ui)st.iiis! This made me very 
angry. I rose, approached the sacristan, and told him 
that, since Monsignor was receiving callers, his lordsliip 
might just as well finish off my affair as well. Upon this 
the sacristan shrunk back in astonishment. It simidy 
passed his understanding tliat any insignificant Russian 
should dare to compare himself with other visitors 
of Monsignor’s! In a tone of the utmost effrontery, as 
though he were delighted to have a chance of insulting 
me, he looked me up and down, and then said: ” Do 
you suppose that Monsignor is going to put aside his 
coffee tor you ? ” But I only cried the louder : " Let me 
tell you that I am going to spit into that coffee I Yes, 
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and if you do not get me my passport visaed this very 
minute, I shall take it to Monsignor myself! " 

“What? While he is engaged with a Cardinal?" 
screeched the sacristan, again shrinking back in horror. 
Then, rushing to the door, he spread out his arms 
though he would rather die than let me enter. 

Thereupon I declared that I was a heretic and a 
barbarian--" Je suis h^rctique et barbare," I said - 
and that these archbishops and cardinals and mon- 
signors, and the rest of them, meant nothing at all to 
me. In a word, I showed him that I was not going to 
give way. He looked at me with an air of infinite resent- 
ment. Then he snatched up my passport, and departed 
with it upstairs. A minute later the passport had been 
visaed! Here it is now, if you care to see it,” — and I 
pulled out the document, and exhibited the Roman visa. 
But ” the General began. 

“ What really saved you was the fact that you pro- 
claimed yourself a heretic and a barbarian,” remarked 
the Frenchman with a smile. ” Cela n'6tait pas si bete.” 

” But is t/ial how Russian subjects ought to be 
treated? Why, when they settle here they dare not 
utter even a word — they are ready even to deny the 
fact that they are Russians! At all events, at my hotel 
in Paris I received far more attention from the company 
aft('r I had told them about the fracas with the sacristan. 
A fat Polish nobleman, who had been the most offensive 
of all who were present at the table d’hbte, at once went 
upstairs, while some of the Fr(*nchmen were simply 
disgusted when I told them that two years ago I had 
encountered a man at whom, in 1812, a French ' hero ' 
fired for the mere fun of discharging his musket. That 
man was then a boy of ten, and his family are still 
residing in Moscow.” 

“Impossible!” the Frenchman spluttered. "No 
French soldier would fire at a child! ” 

” Nevertheless the incident was as I say,” I replied. 
” A very respected ex-captain told me the story, and I 
myself could see the scar left on his cheek.” 

The Frenchman then bt^gan chattering volubly, and 
the General supported him; but I recommended the 
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former to read, for example, extracts from the memoirs 
of General Perovski, who, in 1S12, was a prisoner in 
the hands of the French. Finally Maria Philipovna 
said something to internipt the conversation. The 
General was furious with me for having started tlie 
altercation with the Frenchman. On tlie other hand, 
Mr. Astley seemed to take great pleasure in my brush 
with Monsieur, and, rising from the table, proposed that 
we should go and have a drink togetlier. The same 
afternoon, at four o'clock, I went to have my customary 
talk with Polina Alexandro vna ; and the talk soon 
extended to a stroll. We entered the Park, and a|> 
proached the Casino, where Polina seated herself upon 
a bench near the fountain, and sent Nadia away to a 
little distance to play with some other children. Mischa 
also I dispatched to play by the fountain, and in this 
fashion we — that is to say, Polina and myself — contrived 
to find ourselves alone. 

Of course, we began by talking on business matters. 
Polina seemed furious when I handed her only 700 
gulden, for she had thought to receive from Paris, as the 
proceeds of the pledging of her diamonds, at least 2000 
gulden, or even more. 

“ Come what may, I must have money," she said. 
"And get it somehow I will — otherwise I shall lx 
ruined." 

I asked her what had happened during my absence. 

" Nothing; except tliJit two pieces of news have 
reached us from St. Petersburg. In the first place, my 
grandmother is very ill, and unlikely to last anoth(*r 
couple of days. We had this from Timothy Petrovitch 
himself, and he is a reliable person. Every moment we 
are expecting to receive news of the end." 

" Ail of you are on the tiptoe of expectation? " I 
(lueried. 

" Of course — all of us, and every minute of the day. 
For a year-and-a-half now we have been looking for 
this." 

" Looking for it? " 

" Yes, looking for it. I am not her blood relation, 
you know — I am merely the General's step-daugjitcr. 

F 711 
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Yet I am certain that the old lady has remembered me 
in her will/' 

“ Yes, I believe that you will come in for a good deal," 
I said with some assurance. 

" Yes, for she is fond of me. But how come you to 
think so? " 

I answered this question with another one. That 
Marquis of yours," I said, —is he also familiar with 
your family secrets? " 

" And why are you yourself so interested in them? " 
was her retort as she eyed me with dry grimness. 

" Never mind. If I am not mistaken, the General 
has succeeded in borrowing money of the Marquis/' 

" It may be so." 

" Is it likely that the Marquis would have lent the 
money if he had not known something or other about 
your grandmother? Did you notice, too, that three 
times during luncheon, when speaking of her, he called 
her 'La Baboulenka ' ? ^ What loving, friendly be- 
haviour, to be sure! " 

" Yes, that is true. As soon as ever he learnt that I 
was likely to inherit something from her he began to 
pay me his addresses. I thought you ought to know 
that." 

" Then he has only just begun his courting? Why, 

I thought he had been doing so a long while! " 

" You know he has not," retorted Polina angrily. 

" But where on earth did you pick up this Englishman ? " 
She said this after a pause. 

" I knew you would ask about him! " Whereupon I 
told her of my previous encounters with Astley while 
travelling. 

'' He is very shy." I said, " and susceptible. Abo, 
he is in love with you." 

" Yes, he is in love with me." she replied. 

" And he is ten times richer than the Frenchman. 
In fact, what does the Frenchman possess? To me it 
seems at least doubtful that he j)()sbesses anything at 

" Oil. no, there is no doubt about it. He docs posse^s 
* IHmt little (ii.uidniotlirr. 
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some chalteau or other. Last night the General told 
me that for certain. Now are you satisfied ? 

** Nevertheless, in your place I should marry the 
Englisliman." 

And why? ” asked Polina. 

'‘Because, though the Frenchman is the handsomer 
of the two, he is also the baser; wlicreas the Englishman 
is not only a man of honour, but ten times the wealthier 
of the pair.’’ 

"Yes? But then the Frenchman is a marquis, .uul 
the cleverer of the two,’’ remarked i\)lina inqx'rtiirb- 
ably. 

"Is that so?" I repeated. 

"Yes; absolutely." 

Polina was not at all pleased at my questions, I 
could see that she was doing her best to irritate me witli 
the brusquerie of her answers. But I took no notice ol 
this. 

"It amuses me to see you grow angry," she con- 
tinued. "However, inasmuch as I allow you to indulge 
in these questions and conjectures, you ought to pay me 
'^omething for the privilege." 

"I consider tliat I have a perfect right to put these 
(luestions to you," was my calm retort; " for the rciison 
that I am ready to pay for them, and also care little 
what becomes of me." 

Polina giggled. 

"La.st time you told me — when on the SchlanjicnlH tg 
— that at a w'ord from me you would be ready to jiunp 
down a thousand feet into the abyss. Some clay I mav 
remind you of tJiat saying, in order to s('c if you will bc^ 
.Lb good as your word. Yes, you may de]>end iqxm it 
that I shall do so. I hate you becausi* I have allowed 
you to go to such lengtiis, and I also hate you — and .still 
more — Ixrause you are so necessary to m<‘. h‘or the 
time being I want you, so I mast kc‘ej) you." 

Then she made a movement to rise. Her tone had 
''Ounded very angry. Indeed, of late lier talks with me 
had invariably ended on a note of ternjxir and irritation 
— yes, of real temix»r, 

"May I ask you who is this Mil«\ I'lanche? " I inquired 



1^2 The Gambler 

(since I did not wish Pohna to depart without an 
explanation). 

" You know who she is — just Mile. Blanche. Nothing 
further has transpired. Probably she will soon be 
Madame General—that is to say, if the rumours that 
Grandmamma is nearing her end should prove true. Milo. 
Blanche, with her mother and her cousin, the Marquis, 
know very well that, as things now stand, we are ruined.’* 

“ And is the General at last in love? ” 

” That has nothing to do with it. Listen to me. 
Take these 700 florins, and go and play roulette with 
them. Win as much for me as you can, for I am 
badly in need of money.” 

So saying, she called Nadia back to her side, and 
entered the Casino, where she joined the rest of our 
party. For myself, I took, in musing astonishment, the 
first path to the left. Something had seemed to strike 
my bniin when she told me to go and play roulette. 
Strangely enough, that something had also seemed to 
make me hesitate, and to set me analysing my feelings 
with regard to her. In fact, during the two weeks of 
my absence I had felt far more at my case than I did 
now, on the day of my return ; although, wliile travelling, 
I had moped like an imbecile, rushed about like a man 
in a fever, and actually beheld her in my dreams. Indeed, 
on one occasion (this hapi)ened in Switzerland, when I 
was asleep in the train) I had spoken aloud to her, and 
set ciil my fellow-travellers laughing. Again, therefore, 
I put to myself the question: ” Do I, or do I not, love 
her? ” and iigain I could return myself no answer — 
or, rather, for the hundredth time I told myself that I 
detested her. Yes, I detested her; tliere were moments 
(more especially at the close of our talks together) when 
I would gladly liave given half my life to have strangled 
her! I swear that, liad there, at such moments, l^en 
a sharp knife ready to my hand, I would have seized 
that knife with pU'asure, and plunged it into her breast. 
Yet I also swear that if, on the Schlangenberg, she had 
YcaUy said to me, ” Leap into that abyss,” I should have 
leapt into it, and with etjual pleasure. Yes, this I knew 
well. One way or the other, the thing must soon be 
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ended. She, too, knew it in some curious way; the 
thought that I was fuUy conscious of her inaccessibility, 
and of the impossibility of my ever reiilising my dro.uus, 
afforded her, I am certain, the keenest possible pleasure. 
Otherwise, is it likely that she, the cautious and clever 
woman that she was. would have indulged in this 
familiarity and openness with me? Hitherto (I 
concluded) she had looked u|x»n me in the same light 
that the old Empress did upon her stTvaiit — the 
Empress who hesitated not to unrobe hersedf before 
her slave, since she did not account a slave a man. 
Yes, often Polina must have taken nu* for something less 
than a man! 

Still, she had charged me with a rommissi()n--t(> win 
what I could at roulette. Yet all the time I could not 
help wondering why it was so nec essary for her to win 
something, and what new schemes could have sjuung 
to birth in her ever-fertile brain. A host of new and 
unknown factors seemed to have arisen during the liLst 
two weeks. Well, it behoved me to divine them, ;ind 
to probe them, and that as soon its ix)ssible. Yet not 
now: at the present moment I must repair to the 
roulette-table. 


II 

I CONFESS I did not like it. Although I had made up 
my mind to play, I felt averse to doing so on Ixdialf of 
some one else. In fact, it almost upset my balance, 
and I entered the gaming -rooms with an angry 
feeling at my heart. At first glance the scene irri- 
tated me. Never at any time have I been able to 
bear the flunkcyisliness which one meets in the* JYess 
of the world at large, but more (*h[xxially in that of 
Russia, where, almost every evening, journalists wiitc 
on two subjects in particular — namely, on the splen- 
dour and luxury of the casinos to be found in tiie Rhenish 
towns, and on the heaps of gold which are daily to be 
seen lying on their tables. Those journalists arc not 
paid for doing so: they write thus merely out of a spirit 
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of disinterested complaisance. For there is nothing 
splendid about the establishments in question; and 
not only are there no heaps of gold to be seen lying on 
their tables, but also there is very little money to be 
seen at all. Of course, during the season, some mad- 
man or another may make his appearance — generally 
an Englisliman, or an Asiatic, or a Turk — and (as had 
happened during the summer of which I write) win or 
lose a great deal; but, as regards the rest of the crowd, 
it plays only for petty gulden, and seldom does much 
wealth figure on the board. When, on the present 
occasion, I entered the gaming-rooms (for the first time 
in my life), it was several moments before I could even 
make up my mind to play. For one thing, the crowd 
oppressed me. Had I been playing for myself, I think 
I should have left at once, and never have embarked 
ui)C)n gambling at all, for I could feel my heart beginning 
to beat, and my heart was anything but cold-blooded. 
Also, I knew, I had long ago made up my mind, that 
never should I depart from Roulettenberg until some 
radical, some finad, change had taken place in my 
fortunes. Thus it must and would be. However 
ridiculous it may seem to you that I was expecting to 
win at roulette, 1 look upon the generally accepted 
opinion concerning the folly and the grossness of hoping 
to win at gambling as a thing even more absurd. For 
why is gambling a whit worse than any other method of 
acquiring money? How, for instance, is it worse than 
trade? Tnie, out of a hundred persons, only one can 
wi:^: yet what business is that of youi-s or of mine? 

At all events, I confined myself at first simply to 
looking on, and decided to attempt nothing serious. 
Indeed, I felt that, if I began to do anything at all, I 
should do it in an absent-minded, haphazard sort of 
way — of that I felt certain. Also, it behoved me to 
learn the game itself; since, despite a thousand descrip- 
tions of roulette which I had read with ceaseless avidity, 
1 knew notlung of its rules, and had never even seen it 
played. 

In the fii*st place, cver^dhing about it seemed to me 
so foul — so morally mean and foul. Yet I am not 
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speaking of the hungry, restless folk who, by scores— 
nay. even by hundreds—could be seen crow'ded around 
the gaming-tables. For in a desire to win quickly and 
to win much I can see nothing sordid; I have always 
applauded the opinion of a certain dead and gone, but 
cocksure, moralist who replied to the excust^ that “ one 
may always gamble moderately " by saying that to 
do so makes things worse, since, in that case, the profits 
too will always be moderate. Insignificiint profits and 
sumptuous profits do not stand on the same footing. 
No, it is all a matter of proportion. What may seem 
a small sum to a Rothschild may seem a large sum to 
me, and it is not the fault of stakes or of winnings that 
everywhere men can be found winning, can be found 
depriving their fellows of something, just as they do 
at roulette. As to the question whether stakes and 
winnings are, in themselves, immoral is another 
question altogether, and I wish to express no opinion 
upon it. Yet the very fact that I was full of a strong 
desire to win caused this gambling for gain, in spile of 
its atti‘ndant squalor, to contain, if you will, sone thing 
intimate, something sympathetic, to my e\as. lor it 
is always pleasant to sc'o men (iisj)ensing w'ith ceremony, 
and acting naturally, and in an unbuttoned mood. . . . 
Yet why should I so deceive myself? I could see that 
the whole thing was a vain and unreasoning pin suit ; and 
what, at the first glance, seemed to me the ugla st 
feature in this mob of roulette plaveis was their rcsj)ecl 
for their occupation- the seriousness, and even the 
humility, with which they stood around the gaming- 
tables. Moreover, I had always drawn sharp distin* 
tions between a game w'hich is dc mauvais p^enre and a 
game which is p>ermissible to a detent man. In fact, 
there are two sorts of gaming — namely, tlie gam(‘ of 
the gentleman and the game of the the game 

for gain, and the game of the herd. Heiein, Jis said. 

I draw sharp distinctions. Ye*t huw essentially basr 
are the distinctions! For instance, a gentleman may 
stake, say, five or ten louis dor- seldom more, unless 
he is a very rich man, when he may stake, say, a thou- 
sand francs; but he must do this simply for the love of 
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the game itself— simply for sport, simply in order to 
observe the process of winning or of losing, and, above 
all things, as a man who remains quite uninterested in 
the possibility of his issuing a winner. If he wins, he 
will be at liberty, perhaps, to give vent to a laugh, or 
to pass a remark on the circumstance to a bystander, 
or to stake again, or to double his stake; but even this 
he must do solely out of curiosity, and for the pleasure 
of watching the play of chances and of calculations, 
and not because of any vulgar desire to win. In a 
word, he must look upon the gaming-table, upon 
roulette, and upon trente et quarante, as mere relaxa- 
tions which have been arranged solely for his amuse- 
ment. Of the existence of the lures and gains upon 
which the bank is founded and maintained he must 
profess to have not an inkling. Best of all, he ought 
to imagine liis fellow-gamblers and the rest of the mob 
which stands trembling over a coin to be equally rich 
and gentlemanly with himself, and playing solely for 
recreation and pleasure. This complete ignorance of 
the realities, this innocent view of mankind, is what, 
in my opinion, constitutes the truly aristocratic. For 
instance, I have seen even fond mothers so far indulge 
their g\iilelcss, elegant daughters — misses of fifteen or 
sixteen — as to give them a few gold coins and teach 
them how to play; and though the young ladies may 
have won or have lost, they have invariably laughed, 
and departed as though they were well pleased. In 
the same way, I saw our Gciiereil once approach the 
table in a stolid, important manner. A lacquey darted 
to offer him a chair, but the General did not even notice 
him. Slowly he took out his money bags, and slowly 
extracted 300 francs in gold, which he staked on the 
black, and won. Yet he did not take up his winnings 
— he left them there on the table. Again the black 
turned up, and again he did not gather in what he had 
won; and when, in the third round, the red turned up 
he lost, at a stroke, 1200 francs. Yet even then he rose 
with a smile, and thus preserved his reputation; yet 
I knew that his money bags must be chafing his he;irt, 
as well as that, had the stake been twice or thrice as 
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much again, he would still have restrained himself from 
venting his disappointment. On the other hand, I saw 
a Frendiman first win, and then lose, ^o.cx^o francs — 
cheerfully, and without a murmur. Yes; even if a 
gentleman should lose his whole substance, he must 
never give way to annoyance. Money must be so 
subservient to gentility as never to be worth a thouglit. 
Of course, the aupretn^y aristt)cratic thing is to be 
entirely oblivious of the mire of rabble, with its .setting; 
but sometimes a reverse course mav be aristocratic — 
to remark, to scan, and even to ga])e at. the mob (for 
preference, through a lorgnette), even as though one 
were taking the crowd and its sfpjalor for a sunt of r.irec 
show which had been organised spt cially for a gentle- 
man’s diversion. Thougli one may be sijueez.ed by the 
crowd, one must look as though one wa‘re fully assured 
of being the observer — of having neither part nor lot 
with the observed. At the same time, to stare fixedlv 
about one is unbecoming; for that, again, is ungentle- 
manly, seeing that no spectacle is worth an open stare — 
there are no spectacles in the world which merit from 
a gentit'man too pronounced an inspection. However, 
to me personally the scene did seem to be worth undis- 
guised contemplation — more (*sfM'cially in view of th(^ 
fact that I had come there not only to look at, but also 
to number myself sincerely and wholeheartedly with, the 
mob. As for my secret moral views, I had no room 
for them amongst my actual, practical oj)imons. Ia*t 
that stand as written: I am wTiting only to relifwc mv 
conscience. Yet let me say also tliis: that from tlu! 
first I have been consistent in having an intens^^ avfTsjon 
to any trial of my acts and thoughts b\' a moral standard. 
Another standard altogether luis dirrc ted mv lib*. . . . 

As a matter of fact, the mob was playing in excfs d- 
ingly foul fxshion. Indeed, I have an idea that sh(‘er 
robbery was going on around that gaming table. The 
croupiers wlio sat at the two ends of it had not only to 
W'atch the stakes, but also to calculate the game — an 
immense amount of work for two men! As for the 
crowd itself — well, it consisteci mostly of Frenchmen. 
Yet I was not then taking notes merely in order to be 

♦ p7U 
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able to give you a description of roulette, but in order 
to get my bearings as to my behaviour when I myself 
should begin to play. For example, I noticed that 
nothing was more common than for another’s hand to 
stretch out and grab one’s winnings whenever one had 
won. Then there would arise a dispute, and frequently 
an uproar; and it would be a case of I beg of you to 
prove, and to produce witnesses to the fact, that the 
stake is yours.” 

At first the proceedings were pure Greek to me. I 
could only divine and distinguish that stakes were 
hazarded on numbers, on ” odd ” or ” even,” and on 
colours. Polina’s money I decided to risk, that evening, 
only to the amount of loo gulden. The thought that 
I was not going to play for myself quite unnerved me. 
It was an unpleasant sensation, and I tried hard to 
banish it. I had a feeling that, once I had begun to 
play for Polina, I should wreck my own fortunes. Also, 
I wonder if any one has ever approached a gaming-table 
without falling an immediate prey to superstition? 
I began by pulling out fifty gulden, and staking them 
on ” even.” The wheel spun and stopped at 13. I 
had lost! With a feeling like a sick quaJm, as though 
I would like to make my way out of the crowd and go 
home, I staked another fifty gulden — this time on the 
red. The red turned up. Next time I staked the 100 
gulden just where they lay — and again the red turned 
up. Again I staked the whole sum, and again the red 
turned up. Clutching my 400 gulden, I placed 200 of 
them on twelve figures, to see what would come of it. 
The result was tliat the croupier paid me out three 
times my total stake! Thus from 100 gulden my store 
had grown to 800 1 Upon that such a curious, such 
an inexplicable, unwonted feeling overcame me that I 
decided to depart. Always the thought kept recurring 
to me that if I had been playing for myself alone I should 
never have had such luck. Once more I staked the 
whole 800 gulden on the ” even.” The whetd stopped 
at 4, I was paid out another 800 gulden, and, snatch- 
ing up my pile of 1600. departed in search of Polina 
Alexandrovma. 
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I found the whole party walking in the park, and 
was able to get an intervnew with her only after supi>er. 
This time the Frenchman was absent from the meal, 
and the General seemed to be in a more expansive vein. 
Among other things he thought it necessar>^ to reniiiul 
me that he would be sorry to see me playing at the 
gaming-tables. In his opinion, such conduct would 
greatly compromise him — especially if I were to lose 
much. And even if you were to win much I should 
be compromised," he added in a meaning sort of way. 

Of course I have no rig/// to order your actions, but 

you yourself will agree that " As usual, he did 

not finish his sentence. I answered drily that I had 
very little money in my possession, and that, conse- 
quently, I was hardly in a position to indulge in any 
conspicuous play, even if I did gaml)le. At last, when 
ascending to my own room, 1 succeeded in handing 
Polina her winnings, and told her that, next time, 1 
should not play for her. 

" Why not? " she asked excitedly. 

" Because I wish to play for myselff* I replied with a 
feigned glance of astonishment. " That is my sole reason." 

" Then are you so certain that your rouJettc-plaving 
will get us out of our diffu ultics? " she inquired with a 
quizzical smile. 

I said very seriously, "Yes;" and then added: 
" Possibly my certainty about winning may seem to 
you ridiculous; yet pray leave me in peace." 

None the less she insisted that I ought to go Ii.ilv('s 
with her in the day's winnings, and offered rnc ^oo 
gulden on condition that hencefortli I gambled only on 
those tenns; but I refused to do so, once and for all — 
stating, as my reason, that I found myself una))ie to 
play on behalf of any one else. " I am not unwilling so 
to do," I added, " but in all probability I should lose." 

" Well, absurd though it be, I place great hopes on 
your playing of roulette," she remarked musingly. 
" wherefore you ought to play as my partner and on 
equal shares; wherefore, of cours* . you will do as I wish." 

Then she left me without listening to any further 
protests on my port. 
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On the morrow she said not a word to me about gamb- 
ling. In fact, she puq)osely avoided me, although her 
old manner to me had not changed: the same serene 
coolness was hers on meeting me — a coolness that 
Wc'is mingled even with a spice of contempt and dis- 
like. In short, she was at no pains to conceal her 
aversion to me. That I could see plainly. Also, she did 
not trouble to conceal from me the fact that I was 
nec(‘ssary to her, and that she was keeping me for some 
end which she had in view. Consequently there became 
established between us relations which, to a large 
extent, were incomprehensible to me, considering her 
general pride and aloofness. For example, although 
she knew that I was madly in love with her, she allowed 
me to speak to her of my passion (though she could 
not W(‘II have showed her contempt for me more than 
by permitting me, unhindered and unreimked, to 
mention to her my love). 

You see/' her attitude expressed, " liow little I 
regard your feelings, as well as how little I care for what 
you say to me, or for what you feel for me." Likewise, 
though she spoke as before concerning her affairs, it 
was never with complete frankness. In her contempt 
for me there were refinements. Although she knew well 
that I was aware of a certain circumstance in her life — 
of something which might one day caus(? her trouble, slie 
would speak to me about her allairs (whenever she had 
need of me for a given end) as though I were a slave or 
a passing acquaintance — yet tell them me only in so far 
as one would need to know them if one were going to be 
made temporary us(' of. Had I not known the whole 
chain of events, or had she not seen how much I was 
pained and disturbed by her teasing insistency, she 
would never have thought it worth while to soothe me 
with this frankness — even though, since she not infre- 
quently used me to execute commissions that were not 
only troublesome, but risky, she ought, in my opinion, 
to have been frank in any case. But, forsooth, it was 
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not worth her while to trouble about my feelings—about 
the fact that I was uneasy, and. perhaps, thrice as put 
about by her cares and misfortunes as she was hciself ! 

For three weeks I had known of her intention to take 
to roulette. She had even warned me that she would 
like me to play on her behalf, since it was unt)ecoming 
for her to play in person; and from the tone of her words 
I had gathered that there was something on her mind 
besides a mere desire to win money. As if monev could 
matter to her/ No. she had some end in view, and there 
were circumstances at which I could guess, but which 
I did not know for certain. True, the slavt'iv iuid 
abasement in which she held me might have given me 
(such things often do so) the power to question her with 
abmpt directness (seeing that, inasmuch as I figured 
in her eyes as a mere slave and nonentity, she ('ould 
not very well have taken offence at any rucle curiosity); 
but tiic fact was that, though she let me question her, 
she never return(‘d me a single answi*r, and at times 
did not so much as notice me. That is how matti'is 
stood. 

Next day there was a good deal of talk about a 
teh'gram which, four days ago. had been sc*nt to St. 
Petereburg, but to which there had come no answer. 
The General was visibly disturbed and moody, for the 
matter concerned his mother. The Frenchman, too, was 
excited, and after dinner the whole party talked long 
and seriously together — the FrenchmaiTs tone bring 
extraordinarilypresumptuous and off-hand to evervbodv. 
It almost reminded one of the proverb, " Invite a man 
to your table, and soon he will placr his fert ui)on it." 
Iwen to Polina he was brusque almost to the f)oint of 
rudeness. Yet still he seemed glad to join us m our 
walks in the Casino, or in our rides and drive s alxjut thet 
town. I had long Ixjen aware of certain circumstances 
which bound the General to him; I had long Ixwm aware 
that in Russia they had hatched some s( heme together 
— although I did not know' whether the plot had come 
to anything, or whether it w'as still only m the stage of 
being talked of. Likewise I w,as aware, in part, of a 
family secret — namely, that, last year, the Frenchman 
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had bailed the General out of debt, and given him 
30,000 roubles wherewith to pay his Treasury dues on 
retiring from the service. And now, of course, the 
General was in a vice — although the chief part in the 
affair was being played by Mile. Blanche. Yes, of this 
last I had no doubt. 

But who was this Mile. Blanche ? It was said of her 
that she was a Frenchwoman of good birth who, living 
with her mother, possessed a colossal fortune. It was 
also said that she was some relation to the Marquis, 
but only a distant one — a cousin, or cousin-german, or 
something of the sort. Likewise I knew that, up to the 
time of my journey to Paris, she and the Frenchman 
had been more ceremonious towards our party — they 
had stood on a much more precise and delicate footing 
with them; but that now their acquaintanceship — 
tlieir friendship, their intimacy — had taken on a much 
more off-hand and rough-and-ready air. Perhaps they 
thought that our means were too modest for tliem, and 
therefore unworthy of politeness or reticence. Also, 
for the hist three days I had noticed certain looks which 
Asticy had kept throwing at Mile. Blanche and her 
mother; and it had occurred to me that he must have 
had some previous acquaintance with the pair. I had 
even surmised that the Frenchman too must have met 
Mr. Astley before. Astley was a man so shy, reserved, 
and taciturn in his manner that one might have looked 
for anything from him. At all events the PYenchnian 
ac('orded him only the slightest of greetings, and scarcely 
even looked at him. Certainly he did not seem to be 
afraid of him; which was intelligible enough. But 
why did Mile. Blanche dso never look at the English- 
man? — particularly since, a fropos of something or 
another, the Marquis had declared the Englishman to 
be immensely and indubitably rich? Was not that a 
suflicient reason to make Mile. Blanche look at the 
Englishman? Anyway the General seemed extremely 
uneasy; and one could well understand what a telegram 
to juinounce the death of his mother would mean for him ! 

Although I thought it probable that Polina was 
avoiding me for a definite reason, I adopted a cold 
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and indifferent air; for I felt pretty certain that it 
would not be long before she of herself approacluxi 
me. For two days, therefore, I devoteil my attention 
to Mile. Blanche. 'Fhe poor General was in despair! 
To fall in love at fifty-five, and with such vehemence, 
is indeed a misfortune ! And add to that his w idower- 
hood, his children, his ruined property, his debts, and 
the woman with whom he had fallen in love! Though 
Mile. Blanche was extremely good-looking, I may or may 
not be understood when I say that she had one of those 
faces which one is afraid of. At all events, I m>’self 
have always feared such women. Apparently alH>ut 
twenty-five years of age. she was tall and broad- 
shouldered, with shouldois that sloped; yet though her 
neck and bosom were ample in their proiH)itions, her 
skin was dull yellow in colour, while her hair (which 
was extremely abundant — sufficient to make two 
coiffures) was as black as Indian ink. Add to that a 
pair of black eyes with yellowish whites, a proud glance, 
gleaming teeth, and lij)S which were perennially pomaded 
and redolent of musk. As for her dress, it was invariably 
rich, effective, and chic, yet in good taste. l.iLstly, her 
feet and hands were astonishing, and her voice a dec^p 
contralto. Sometimes, when she laughed, she displayed 
her teeth, but at ordinary times h< r air was taciturn 
and haughty — especially in the pres(MKC of Polina and 
Maria Philipovna. Yet she seemed to me almost d(S- 
titute of education, and even of wits, thougii cunning 
and suspicious. This, apparently, was not hecausi* hc*r 
life had been lacking in incident. Perhaps, if all wen* 
known, the Marquis wiis not her kinsman at all, nor her 
motlier her mother; but there was (evidence that in 
Berlin, where we had first come across the pair, thry 
had possessed acquaintances of good standing. As for 
the Marquis himself, I doubt to this day if he ifa.v a 
marquis — altliough aliout tlu* fact that he had formerly 
belonged to high society (for instance, in Moscow and 
(iermany) there could be no doubt whatever. What 
he had formerly been in FVance I had not a notiem. 
All I knew was that he w;ls said to possess a chat< au. 
During the last two weeks I had looked for much to 
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transpire, but am still ignorant whether at that time 
anything decisive ever passed between Mademoiselle 
and the General. Everything seemed to depend upon 
our means — upon whether the General would be able 
to flourish sufficient money in her face. If ever the 
news should arrive that the grandmother was not 
dead, Mile. Blanche, I felt sure, would disappear in a 
twinkling. Indeed, it surprised and amused me to 
observe what a passion for intrigue I was developing. 
But liow I loathed it all! With what pleasure would I 
have given everybody and everything the go-by! Only 
— I could not leave Polina. How, then, could I show 
contempt for those who surrounded her ? Espionage is 
a base thing, but — what have I to do with that ? 

Mr. Astley, too, I found a curious person. I was 
only sure that he had fallen in love with Polina. A 
remarkable and diverting circumstance is the amount 
which may lie in the mien of a shy and painfully modest 
man who has been touched with the divine passion — 
especially when he would rather sink into the earth 
than betray himself by a single word or look. Though 
Mr. Astley frequently met us when we were out walking, 
he would merely take off liis hat and pass us by, though 
I knew he was dying to join us. Even when invited to 
do so, he would refuse. Again, in places of amusement 
— in the Casino, at concerts, or near the fountain — 
he was never far from the spot where we were sitting. 
In fact, wherever we were — in the Park, in the forest, 
or on the Sdilaiigenberg — one needed but to raise 
one’s eyes and glance around to catch sight of at 
least a portion of Mr. Ast ley's frame sticking out — 
whether on an adjacent path or behind a bush. Yet 
never did he lose any chance of speaking to myself; 
and one morning when we had met, and exchanged 
a couple of words, he burst out in his usual abrupt way, 
witliout saying “ Good-inorning.” 

“ That Mile. Bkinchc," he said. “ Well, I have seen 
a good nicUiy women like her.” 

After that he was silent as he looked me meaningly 
in the face. What he meant I did not know, but 
to mv glance of inquiry he returned only a dry nod, 
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and a reiterated " It is so.” Presently, however, he 
resumed : 

“ Does Mile. Polina like flowers? " 

** I really cannot say/* was niy reply, 

“What? You cannot say?’* he cried in great 
astonishment. 

“ No; I have never noticed whether she does so or 
not/’ I repeated with a smile. 

“ Hm! Then 1 have an idea in my mind/' he con- 
cluded. Lastly, with a nod, he walki^d away with a 
pleased expression on his face. 'Die conversation had 
been carried on in execrable French. 


rv 

To-day has been a day of folly, stupidity, and ineptness. 
The time is now eleven o’clock in the evening, and I am 
sitting in my room and thinking. It all began, thi^^ 
morning, with my being forced to go and })lav rouhdt.' 
for Polina Alexandrovna. When slie handed me over 
her store of six hundred gulden I exactiai two conditions 
—namely, that I should not go halves with her in her 
winnings, if any (that is to say, I should not take any- 
thing for myself), and that she should explain to me, 
that same evening, why it was so nei essary for Ina* to 
win, and how much was the sum which she needc‘d. 
For I could not suppose that she was doing all this 
merely for the sake of money. Yc‘t clearly sin* did 
need some mone\’, and that as soon as possible, and for a 
special purpose. Well, she promised to explain matters, 
and I departed. There was a tremendous crowd in 
the gaming-rooms. What an arrogant, greedy crowd 
it was! I pressed forward towards (he middle of the 
room until I had secured a seat at a croupier’s elbow. 
Then I began to play in timid fashion; venturing 
only twenty or thirty gulden at a time. Meanwhile 
I observed and took notes. It seemed to me that 
calculation was superfluous, and by no means possessed 
of the importance which certain otln^r players attached 
to it, even though they sat with ruled pajxirs in their 
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hands, whereon they set down the coups, calculated 
the chances, reckoned, staked, and— lost exactly as we 
more simple mortals did who played without anv 
rcckonirif' at all. However, I deduced from the scene 
one conclusion which seemed to me reliable — namely, 
that in the flow of fortuitous chances there is, if not a 
system, at all events a sort of order. This, of course, is 
a very strange thing. For instance, after a dozen 
middle figures there would always occur a dozen or so 
outer ones. Suppose the ball stopped twice at .1 
dozen outer figures; it would then pass to a dozen of 
the first ones, and then, again, to a dozen of the middli* 
ciphers, and fall upon them three or four times, and 
tiien revert to a dozen outers; whence, after another 
couple of rounds, the ball would again pass to the first 
figures, strike upon them once, and then retuni thrice 
to the middle series— continuing thus for an hour and 
a li.ilf, or two hours. One, three, two: one, three, two 
It was all very curious. Again, for the whole of a dav 
or a morning the red would alternate with the black, 
but almost wdthout any order, and from moment to 
moment, so that scarcely two consecutive rounds would 
end upon cither the one or the other. Yet, next day, 
or, perhaps, the next evening, the red alone would turn 
up, and attain a run of over two score, and continue so 
for (juite a length of time — say, for a whole day. Of 
these circumstances the majority were pointed out to 
me by Mr. Astley, who stood by the gaming-table the 
whole morning, yet never once staked in person. For 
mys(‘lf, I lost all that I had on me, and with great 
speed. To begin with. I staked tw’o hundred gulden 
on '' even," and won. Then I staked the same amount 
again, and won: and so on some two or three times. 
At one moment I must have had in my hands — gathered 
there within a space of five minutes — about 4000 
gulden. That, of course, was tlu‘ proper moment for 
me to have departed, but there arose in me a strange 
sensation as of a challenge to Fate— as of a wish to deal 
her a blow on the cheek, and to put out my tongue at 
her. Accordingly I set down the largest stake allowed 
by the niles- namelv, 4000 gulden- and lost. Fired 
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by this mishap, I pulled out all the money left to me. 
staked it all on the same venture, and — a^ain lost ! I hen 
I rose from the table, feeling as though I were stupeti(‘d. 
What had happened to me I did not know, but before 
luncheon I told Polina of my losses; until whicli time 
I walked about the Park. 

At luncheon I was as excited as I had been at the 
meal three days ago. Mile. Bl.mche and the h'rench- 
man were lunching with and it apix'ared that the 
former had been to the Casino that monnng. ;uid had 
St Mil my exploits there. So ni»w she showed me more 
attention when talking to me; while, for his part, the 
1-ienchman approaclied nit', and a^htMl outright if it had 
been my own money that i had lost. He aj)]H*aied \o 
be suspicious as to something being on foot Ix'tween 
Polina and myself, but I meu‘lv tired up, and replied 
tliat the money had been all rnv own. 

At this the General seemed extn'inely surprised, and 
asked me whence I had procured it ; when‘uj)on I re- 
plied that, though I had begun only with 100 gulden, six 
or sevxui rounds had increased my capit;il to 5000 or 
boon guidon, and that snbse<|uently I had lost the wliol'' 
in two rounds. 

All this, of course, was plausible rnoiigh. Dining 
my recital I glanced at Polina, but nothing was to h(* 
discerned on her face. However, she* had allowi'd nu* 
to fire up without correcting me, and from that 1 con- 
cluded that it was my cur to fire up, and to conceal tin* 
tact that I had been playing on her b<‘half “ At all 
events/’ I thought to myself, “ she, in her turn, li.is 
promised to give me an explanation lo-night, and to 
reveal to me something or another.” 

Although th<* General appeareil to be taking sto( k 
of me, he said nothing. Yet I couhl sim* uneasirn^ss and 
annoyance in his face. Porhaj>s his straiten(‘(l rireinn- 
stanccs made it h.ard for him to luive to hicir of piles of 
gold passing through the hands of an irresponsible fool 
like myself within the space of a quarter of an hour. 
Now, I have an idea that, last night, he and the French- 
man had a sharp encounter with one another. At all 
events they closeted themselves together, and then 
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had a long and vehement discussion; after which the 
Frenchman departed in what appeared to be a passion, 
but returned, early this morning, to renew the combat. 
On hearing of my losses, however, he only remarked 
with a sharp, and even a malicious, air that a man ought 
to go more carefully. Next, for some reason or another, 
he added that, though a great many Russians go in for 
gambling, they are no good at the game. 

" I think that roulette was devised specially for 
Russians,’' I retorted; and when the Frenchman smiled 
contemptuously at my reply I further remarked that I 
was sure I was right; also that, speaking of Russians in 
the capacity of gamblers, I had far more blame for them 
than praise — of that he could be quite sure. 

Upon what do you base your opinion ? " he inquired. 

“ Upon the fact that to the virtues and merits of the 
civilised Westerner there has become historically added 
— though this is not his chief point — a capacity for 
acquiring capital; whereas not only is the Russian in- 
capable of acquiring capital, but also he exhausts it 
wantonly and of sheer folly. None the less we Russians 
often need money; wh(?refore we are glad of, and greatly 
devoted to, a method of acquisition like roulette — 
whereby, in a couple of hours, one may grow rich with- 
out doing any work. This method, I repeat, has a great 
attraction for us, but since we play in wanton hishion, 
and without taking any trouble, we almost invariably 
lose." 

" To a certain extent that is true," assented the 
Frenchman with a self-satisfied air. 

" Oh no, it is not true," put in the General sternly. 
" And you," he added to me, " you ought to be 
ashamed of yourself for traducing your own country! " 

“ I beg pardon," I said. " Yet it would be difiicult 
to say which is the worst of the two — Russian inepti- 
tude or the German method of growing rich through 
honest toil." 

" What an extraordinary idea," cried the General. 

" And what a Russian idea! " added the Frenchman. 

I smiled, for I was rather glad to have a quarrel with 
them. 
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" I would rather live a wandering life in tents." I 
cried, “ than bow the knee to a German idol! *’ 

“ To what idol ? " exclaimed the General, now seriously 
angry. 

“ To the German method of heaping up riches. 1 
have not been here very long, but I can tell you that 
what I have seen and verified makes my Tartar blood 
boil. Good Lord! I wish for no virtues of that kind. 
Yesterday I went for a walk of about ten versts; 
and everywhere I found that things were even as we 
read of them in good German picturc-books—that every 
house has its ' Vater,' who is horribly beneficent imd 
extraordinarily honourable. So Inmourable is he that 
it is dreadful to have anything to do with him; and I 
cannot bear people of that sort. Kach such ' Vater * 
has his family, and in the evenings they read imjuov- 
ing books aloud. Over their roof-trees there murmur 
elms and chestnuts; the sun has sunk to his lest; a 
stork is roosting on the gable; and all is IxMut i fully 
poetic and touching. Do not be angry, General. Let 
me tell you something that is even more touching than 
that. 1 can remember how, of an evening, my owm 
father, now dead, used to sit under the lime tires in his 
little garden, and to read books aloud to mysi lf an<l my 
mother. Yes, 1 know how things ought to be done. 
Yet every German family is lx)und to slavery and to 
submission to its ' Vater.' They work like oxen, and 
amass wealth like Jews. Suppose the ' V’aon* ' has put 
by a certain number of gulden wliicdi he hands over to 
his eldest son, in ord(‘r that the said son may ac(juire 
a trade or a small plot of land. Well, one result is 
to deprive the daughter of a dowry, and so l<*ave her 
among the un wedded. For the same nMSr)n, the 
parents will have to sell the younger son into Uuidagr 
or the ranks of the army, in order that he mav earn inoie 
towards the family capital. Yes. such thin::s are done, 
for I have been making inquiries on the subject. It is 
all done out of sheer rectitude — out of a rectitude wlii< h 
is magnified to the {X)int of the younger lK‘ii<‘Ving 
that he has been riskily sold, and that it is simply idyllic 
for the victim to rejoice when he is made over into 
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pledge. What more have I to tell? Well, this — that 
matters bear just as hardly upon the eldest son. Per- 
liaps he has his Gretchen to whom his heart is 
hound; but he cannot marry her, for the reason that 
he has not yet amassed sufficient gulden. So the pair 
wait on in a mood of sincere and virtuous expectation, 
and smilingly deposit tliemselves in pawn the while, 
uretchen’s checks grow sunken, and she begins to 
wither; until at last, after some twenty years, their 
sid^stance has multiplied, and sufficient gulden hava* 
been honourably and virtuously accumulated. Then 
the ' Vater ’ blesses his forty-year-old heir and th<' 
tliirty-five-year-old Gretchen with the sunken bosom 
and the. scailet nose; after which he bursts into tears, 
reads the pair a lesson on morality, and dies. In turn 
the eldest son becomes a virtuous ‘Vater/ and the old 
story begins again. In fifty or sixty years' time the 
grand.son of the original ‘ Vater ’ will have amassed a 
considerable sum ; and that sum he will hand over to his 
son, and the latter to his son, and so on for several 
generations; until at length tluTC will issue a Baron 
Rothschild, or a ' Hoppe and Company,' or the devil 
knows what ! Is it not a beautiful spectacle — the 
spectacle of a century or two of inheriti'd labour, 
paf fence, intellect, rectitude, character, perseverance, 
and calcu ation, w'itli a stork sitting on the roof above 
it all? What is more, they think there can never be 
anything better than this; wherefore from their point 
of view they begin to judge the rest of the world, and to 
censure all who are at fault -that is to say, who are not 
exactly like themselves. Yes, there you liave it in a nut- 
shell. For my own part, I would rather grow fat after 
the Russian manner, or squander my whole substance 
at roulett(*. I have no wish to be ‘ Hoppe and ('om- 
pany ' at the end of five generations. I want tie* 
money for myself, for in no way do I look upon my per- 
sonality as necessary to. or meet to be given over to, 
capital. I may be wrong, but there you have it. Those 
are my views." 

“ liow far you may l>e right in w'hat you have said I 
do not know," remarked th<‘ General moodily; " but 
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I do know that you are becoming an insufferable farceur 
whenever you are given the least chance/' 

As usual, he left his sentence unfinished. Indeed, 
whenever he embarked upon anything that in the l(*ast 
exceeded the Umits of daily small-talk, he left un- 
finished what he was saying. The Frencluiian had 
li-^itened to me contemptuously, with a slight protruding 
of his eyes; but he could not have understood verv 
much of my harangue. As for Polina, she had looke(i 
on with serene indifference. She seemed to have heard 
neither my voice nor any other during the progress of 
the meal. 


V 

Vks, she had been extraordinarily meditative. Vet, on 
leaving the table, she immediately orderetl me to ac- 
company her for a walk. We took the children with 
us, and set out for the fountain in the Park. 

1 was in such an irritated frame of mind that in rude 
and abrupt fashion I blurted out a question as to “ wlu' 
our Marquis do Griers had ceased to accompany her for 
strolls, or to speak to her for days together/' 

Because he is a brute," she replie<l in rather a 
curious way. It was the first time that 1 had h(*ai(l 
lier speak so of De Griers: consequently I was momen- 
tarily awed into silence by this expression of r(‘S(‘ntmenl . 

Have you noticed, too, tliat to-day he is by no im ans 
on good tenns with the General? " I went on. 

" Yes; and I suppose you want to know why." she 
replied with dry captiousness. " You are aw.ire, are 
you not, that the General is mortgaged to tin' Manpiis, 
with all his property? Consequentiv. if tin- (ienerals 
mother does not die, the Frenchman will become the 
absolute posse.ssor of everything which he now holds 
only in pledge." 

" Then it is really the case that everythmg is mort- 
gaged? I have heard rumours to that elfei t, but was 
unaware how far they might be true." 

" Yes. they are tnie. What then^ " 
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" Why, it will be a case 0 ‘ Farewell, M’le. Blanche,’ ” 
I remarked; "for in such an event she would never 
become Madame General. Do you know, I believe 
the old man is so much in love with her that he will 
shoot himself if she should throw him over. At his age 
it is a dangerous thing to fall in love." 

“ Yes, something, I believe, will happen to him," 
assented Polina thoughtfully. 

"And what a fine thing it all is!" I continued. 
" Could anything be more abominable than the way in 
which she has agreed to marry for money alone? Not 
one of the decencies has been observed; the whole affair 
has taken place without the least ceremony. And as 
for the grandmother, what could be more comical, yet 
more dastardly, than the sending of telegram after tele- 
gram to know if she is dead? What do you think of 
it, Polina Alexandrovna ? ” 

" Yes. it, is very horrible," she interrupted with a 
shudder. Consequently I am the more surprised that 
you should be so cheerful. What are you so pleased 
about? About the fact that you have gone and lost 
my money? " 

"What? The money that you gave me to lose? I 
told you I should never win for other people— least of 
all for you. I obeyed you simply because you ordered 
me to; but you must not blame me for the result. I 
warned you that no good would ever come of it. You 
seem much depressed at having lost your money. Why 
do you need it so greatly ? ” ^ 

" Why do you ask me these questions? " 

Because you promised to explain matters to me. 
I-isten. I lun certain that, as soon as ever I begin to 
play for myself (and I still have 120 gulden left), I sliall 
win. You can then take of me what you require." 

She made a contemptuous grimace. 

" You must not be angry with me," I continued " for 
making such a proposal. I .am so con.scious of being 
only a nonentity in your .>ves that you ncHjd not mind 
accepting money from me. A gift from me could not 
possibly olfend you. Moreover, it was I who lost 
your gulden." 
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She glanced at me, but, seeing that I was in an 
irritable, sarcastic mood, changed the subject. 

My affairs cannot possibly interest you," she said. 
" Still, if you do wish to know, I am in debt, I borrowed 
some money, and must pay it back again. I have a 
curious, a senseless idea that I am bound to win at the 
gaming-tables. Why I think so I c-annot tell, but I do 
think so, and with some assurance. Perhaps it is because 
of that assurance that I now find myself without any 
othe^; resource." 

" Or perhaps it is because it is so nex:essary for you to 
win. It is like a drowning man catching at a straw. 
You yourself will agree that, unless he were drowning 
he would not mistake a straw for the trunk of a tree." 

Polina looked surprised. 

" What? " she said. " Do not you also hope some- 
thing from it? Did you not tell me again and again, 
two weeks ago, that you were certain of winning at 
roulette if you played here? And did you not ask me 
not to consider you a fool for doing so? Were you 
joking? You cannot have becMi, for I remember that 
you spoke with a gravity which forbade the idea of your 
jesting." 

" True," I replied gloomily " I always felt certJiin 
that I should win. Indeed, what you sav makes me 
ask myself — Why have my absurd, senseless lo'^ses of 
to-day raised a doubt in my mind? Yet I am still 
positive that, so soon as ever I b(‘g)n to play for my.^elf, 
I shall infallibly win." 

" And why are you so certain? " 

" To tell the truth, I do not know. 1 only know that 
I must win — that it is the one resource I have left. Yes, 
why do I feel so assured on the point? " 

" Perhaps because one cannot help winning if one 
is fanatically certain of doing so." 

" Yet I dare wager that you do not think me capable 
of serious feeling in the matter? " 

" I do not care whether you are so or not," answered 
Polina with calm indifference. " Well, since you ask 
me, I do doubt your ability to take anything seriously. 
You are capable of worrying, but not deeply. You are 
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too ill-regulated and unsettled a person for that. But why 
do you want money? Not a single one of the reasons 
which you have given can be looked upon as serious/' 

“ By the way/' I interrupted, " you say you want to 
pay off a debt. It must be a large one. Is it to the 
Frenchman? " 

'' What do you mean by asking all these questions? 
You are very clever to-day. Surely you are not drunk ? " 

“ You know that you and I stand on no ceremony, 
and that sometimes I put to you very plain questions. 
I repeat that I am your slave — and slaves cannot be 
sliamed or offended." 

" You talk like a child. It is always possible to com- 
port oneself with dignity. If one has a quarrel it ought 
to elevate rather than to degrade one." 

" A maxim straight from the copybook! Suppose I 
cannot comport myself with dignity. By that I mean 
that, though I am a man of self-respect, I am unable 
to carry off a situation properly. Do you know the 
reason? It is because we Russians are too richly and 
multifariously gifted to be able at once to find the proper 
mode of expression. It is all a question of mode. 
Most of us are so bounteously endowed with intellect 
as to require also a spice of genius to choose the right 
form of behaviour. And genius is lacking in us for the 
reason that so little genius at all exists. It belongs only 
to the French — though a few other Europeans have 
elaborated their forms so well as to be able to figure 
with extreme dignity, and yet be wholly undignified 
|)ersons. That is why, with us, the mode is so all- 
important. The Frenchman may receive an insult — 
a real, a venomous insult: yet he will not so much as 
frown. But a tweaking of the nose he cannot bear, for 
the reason that such an act is an infringement of the 
accepted, of the time-hallowed, order of decorum. That 
is why our good ladies are so fond of Frenchmen — the 
Frenchman’s manners, they say, are perfect I But in my 
opinion there is no such thing as a Frenchman's manners, 
riie h'renchman is only a bird — the coq gaulois. At the 
same time, as I am not a woman, I do not properly 
understand the question. Cocks may be excellent birds. 
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If I am wrong you must stop me. You ought to stop 
and correct me more often when I am speaking to you, 
for I am too apt to say eveiy^hing that is in my head. 
You see, I have lost my manners. I agree that I have 
none, nor yet any dimity. I will tell you why. 1 set 
no store upon such things. Everything in me has under> 
gone a check. You know the reason. I have not a 
single human thought in my head. For a long while 
I have been ignorant of what is going on in the world — 
here or in Russia. I have been to Dresden, \'ct am com- 
pletely in the dark as to what Dn*sden is like. You 
know the cause of my obsession. I have no hope now, 
and am a mere cipher in your eyes; wherefore I tell 
you outright that wherever I go I see only you — all the 
rest is a matter of indifference. Wliy or how I liave 
come to love you I do not know. It may be that you 
are not altogether fair to look upon. Do you know, I 
am ignorant even as to what your face is like. In all 
probability, too, your heart is not comely, and it is 
{X)ssible that your mind is wholly ignoble." 

" And because you do not believe in my nobility of 
soul \^ou think to purchase me with money? " she said. 

" When have I thought to do so? " was my reply. 

" You are losing the thread of the argument. If you 
do not wish to purchase me, at all events you wish to 
purchase my respect." 

" Not at all. I have told you that 1 find it difficult 
to explain myself. You are hard uix)n me. Do not 
be angry at my chattering. You know why you ought 
not to angry with me — that I am simply an iml>ccile. 
However, I do not mind if you are angry. Sitting in my 
room, I need but to think of you, to imagine to myself 
the rustle of your dress, and at once I fall almost to 
biting my hands. Why should you be angry with me? 
Because I call myself your slave? Kev(‘l, I pray you, 
in my slavery — revel in it. Do you know that some- 
times I could kih you? — not becausti I do not love, oi 
am jealous of, you, but because I feel as though I couk 
simply devour you. You are laughing! " 

“ No, I am not," she retorted. " But I order you, 
nevertheless, to be silent." 
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She stopped, well nigh breathless with ^ger. God 
knows, she may not have been a beautiful woman, 
yet I ioved to see her come to a halt like this, and 
was therefore the more fond of arousing her temper. 
Perhaps she divined this, and for that very reason gave 
way to rage. I said as much to her. 

“ What rubbish I " she cried with a shudder. 

** I do not care,’* I continued. Also, do you know 
that it is not safe for us to take walks together? Often 
I have a feeling that I should like to strike you, to 
disfigure you, to strangle you. Are you certain that it 
will never come to that ? You are driving me to frenzy. 
Am I afraid of a scandal, or of your anger? Why 
should I fear your anger? I love without hope, and 
know that hereafter I shall love you a thousand times 
more. If ever I should kill you I should have to kill 
myself too. But I shall put olf doing so as long as 
possible, for I wish to continue enjoying the unbearable 
pain which your coldness gives me. Do you know a 
very strange thing? It is that, with every day, my love 
for you increases — though that would seem to be almost 
an impossibility. Why should I not become a fatalist ? 
Remember how, on the third day that we ascended the 
Schlangenberg, I was moved to whisper in your ear: 
' Say but the word, and I will leap into the abyss.’ 
Had you said it, I should have leapt. Do you not 
believe me? ” 

What stupid rubbish! ” she cried. 

“ I care not whether it be wise or stupid," I cried in 
return. " I only know that in your presence I must 
speak, speak, sjx^ak. Therefore 1 am speaking. I lose 
all conceit when I am with you, and everything ceases 
to matter." 

" Why should I have wanted you to leap from the 
Sclil«uigenberg?**she s;iid drily, and (I think) with wilful 
offensiveness. " TJial would have been of no use to me." 

" Splendid ! " I shouted. " I know well that you must 
have used the words ' of no use ’ in order to crush me. 
I can see through you. ‘Of no use,’ did you say? 
Why, to give pleasure is always of use; and as for 
bai*b:u‘ous, unlimited power — even if it be only over a 
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fly — ^why, it is a kind of luxury. Man is a despot by 
nature, and loves to torture. You, in particular, love 
to do so.'' 

I remember that at this moment she looked at me in 
a peculiar way. The fact is that my face must have 
been expressing all the maze of senseless, gross sensations 
which were seething witliin me. To this day I can 
remember, word for w’ord, the conversation as I have 
written it down. My eyes were suffused with blood, and 
the foam had caked itself on my lips. Also, on my 
honour I swear that, had she bidden me cast myself from 
the summit of the Schlangenberg, I should have done it. 
Yes, had she bidden me in jest, or only in contempt and 
with a spit in my face, I should have cast myself down. 

'‘Oh no! Why so? I believe you," she said, but 
in such a manner — in the manner of which, at times, she 
was a mistress — and with such a note of disdain and 
vipcrish arrogance in her tone, that (lod knows I could 
have killed her. 

Yes, at that moment she stood in peril. I had not 
lied to her about that. 

" Surely you are not a coward? " suddenly she asked 
me. 

" I do not know," I replied. " Perhaps I am. but I 
do not know. I have long given up thinking about 
such thing‘s." 

" If 1 said to you, ' Kill that man,’ would you kill 
him? " 

" Whom? " 

" Whomsoever I wish? " 

" The Frenchman? " 

"Do not ask me questions; return me answers. I 
repeat, whomsoever I wish? I desire to see if you were 
speaking sfTiously just now^" 

She aw aited my reply with such gravity and impatience 
that I found the situation unjdeas.uit. 

" Do you, rather, tell me," I said, " what is going on 
here. Why do you seem half-afraid of me? I can see 
for myself what is wrong. You are the step-daughter of 
a ruined and insensate man who is .smitten with love for 
this devil of a Blanche. And there is this Frenchman, 
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too, with his mysterious influence over you. Yet you 
actually ask me such a question ! If you do not tell m(‘ 
how things stand I shall have to put in my oar and do 
something. Are you ashamed to be frank with me? 
Are you shy of me? '' 

I am not going to talk to you on that subject. I 
have asked you a question, and am waiting for an 
answer." 

‘‘Well, then — I will kill whomsoever you wish," I 
said. " But are you really going to bid me do such 
deeds? " 

" Why should you think that I am going to let you off ? 
I shall bid you do it, or else renounce me. Could you ever 
do the latter? No, you know that you couldn't. You 
would first kill whom I had bidden you, and then kill 
me for having dared to send you away." 

Something seemed to strike upon my brain as I heard 
these words. Of course, at the time I took them half in 
jest and half as a challenge: yet she had spoken them 
with great seriousness. I felt thunderstruck that she 
should so express herself, that she should assert such 
a right over me, that she should assume such author- 
ity and say outright: "Either you kill whom I bid 
you, or I will have nothing more to do with you." 
Indeed, in what she had said there was something so 
cynical and unveiled as to pass all bounds. For how 
could she ever regard me as the same after the killing 
was done ? This was more than slavery and abasement : 
it was sufficient to bring a man back to his right senses. 
Yet, despite the outrageous improbability of our con- 
versation, my heart shook within me. 

Suddenly she burst out laughing. We were seated on 
a bench near the spot where the children were playing — 
just opposite the point in the alley-way before the 
Casino where the carriages drew up in order to set down 
their occupants. 

" Do you see that fat Baroness ? " she cried. '* It is the 
Baroness Burmergelm. She arrived three days ago. 
Just look at her husband — that tall, wizened Prussian 
there, with the stick in his hand. Do you remember 
how he stared at us the other day? Well, go to the 
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Baroness, take off your hat to her, and say something in 
French/' 

Why? " 

Because you have sworn that you would leap from 
the Schlangenberg for my sake, and that you would kill 
any one whom I might bid you kill. Well, instead of 
such murders and tragedies, I wish only for a good laugh. 
Go without answering me. and let me see the Baron give 
you a sound thrashing with his stick." 

"Then you throw me out a challenge? — you tliink 
that I will not do it ? " 

" Yes, I do challenge you. Go, for such is my will." 

" Then I will go, however mad be your fancy. Only, 
look here: shall you not be doing the General a great 
disservice, as well as, through him, a great disscrvii e to 
yourself? It is not about myself I am worrying; it 
is about you and the General. Why, for a mere fancy, 
should I go and insult a woman ? " 

" Ah! Then I can see that you are only a trifler," she 
said contemptuously. " Your eyes are swimming with 
blood — but only because you have drunk a little too 
much at luncheon. Do I not know that what I have 
asked you to do is foolish and wrong, and that the 
General will be angry about it ? But 1 want to have a 
good laugh, all the same. I want that, and nothing else. 
Why should you insult a woman, indeed? WV ll, you 
will be given a sound thrashing for so doing." 

I turned away, and went silently to do her bidding. 
Of course the thing was folly, but I could not g(*t out of 
it. I remember that, as I approached the Baroness, I 
felt as excited as a schoolboy. I was in a frenzy, as 
though I were drunk. 


VI 

Two days have passed since that day of lunacy. What 
a noise and a fuss and a chatte ring and an uproar there 
was! And what a welter of un'^:cmliness and disorder 
and stupidity and bad manners ! And I the cause of it 
all! Yet part of the scene was aKo ridirulotis --at al^ 
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events to myself it was so. I am not quite sure what 
was the matter with me— whether I was merely stupefied 
or whether I purposely broke loose and ran amok. At 
times my mind seems all confused; while at other times 
I seem ^ost to be back in my childhood, at the school 
desk, and to have done the deed simply out of mischief. 

It all came of Polina — yes, of Polina. But for her, 
there might never have been a fracas. Or perhaps I did 
the deed in a fit of despair (though it may be foolish of 
me to think soj ? What there is so attractive about her 
I cannot think. Yet there is something attractive about 
her — something passing fair, it would seem. Others 
besides myself she has driven to distraction. She is tall 
and straight, and very slim. Her body looks as though 
it could be tied into a knot, or bent double, like a cord. 
The imprint of her foot is long and narrow. It is a 
maddening imprint — yes, s mply a maddening onel 
And her hair has a reddish tint about it, and her eyes are 
like cat's eyes — though able also to glance with proud, 
disdainful mien. On the evening of my first arrival, 
four months ago, I remember that she was sitting and 
holding an animated conversation with De Griers in the 
salon. And the way in which she looked at him was such 
that later, when I retired to my own room upstairs, I 
kept fancying that she had smitten him in the face — 
that she had smitten him right on the cheek, so peculiar 
had been her look as she stood confronting him. Ever 
since that evening I have loved her. 

But to my tale. 

I stepped from the path into the carriage-way, and 
took my stand in the middle of it. There I awaited the 
Baron and the Baroness. When they were but a few 
paces distant from me I took off my hat, and bowed. 

I remember that the Baroness was clad in a voluminous 
silk dress, pale grey in colour, and adorned with flounces 
and a crinoline and train. Also, she was short and in- 
ordinately stout, while her gross, flabby chin completely 
concealed her neck. Her face was purple, and the little 
eyes in it had an impudent, malicious expression. Yet 
she walked as though she were conferring a favour upon 
everybody by so doing. As for the Baron, he was tall, 
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wizened, bony-faced after the German fashion, spectacled, 
and, apparently, about forty-five years of age. Also, he 
had legs which seemed to begin almost at his chest— or. 
rather, at his chin! Yet, for all his air of peacock-like 
conceit, his clothes sagged a little, :md his face wore a 
sheepish air which might have passed for profundity. 

These details I noted within a space of a few st'conds. 

At first my bow and the fact that I had m\’ hat in my 
hand barely caught their attention. The Baron only 
scowled a little, and the Baroness swept straight on. 

“ Madame la Baronne," said I, loudly iind distinctly — 
embroidering each word, as it were — “ j'ai riionneur 
d'etre votre esclave." 

Then I bowed again, put on my hat, and walked past 
the Baron with a rude smile on my face. 

Polina had ordered me merely to take off iny hat: the 
bow and the general effronter)' were of my own invention. 
God knows what instigated me to jx‘rjx*trate the out- 
rage! In my frenzy I felt as though 1 were walking on 
air. 

“ Plein! " ejaculated — or, rather, growled — the Baron 
as he turned towards me in angry surprise?. 

I too turned round, and stood waiting in |)seudo- 
coiirteous expectation. Yet still I wore on my face an 
impudent smile as I gazed at him. He seemed to 
hesitate, and his brows contracted to their utmost limits. 
Every moment his visage w^as growing darker. The 
Baroness also turned in my direction, and ga/a tl at me in 
wrathful perplexity, while some of the passe* rs- by also 
began to stare at u^, and others of tliem halted outright. 

*‘Hcin!" the Baron vociferated again, with a 
redoubled growl and a note of growing wrath in his voice. 

“ Ja wohll " I replied, still looking him in the eyes. 

"Sind Sie rasend? " he exclaimed, brandishing his 
stick, and, apparently, beginning to feel nervous. 
Perhaps it was my costume which intimi<Iated him, for 
I was well and fashionably dressed, after the manner of 
a man who belongs to indisputably good .society. 

" Ja wo-o-olii! " cried I again with all my might— 
with a long-drawn rolling of the " old " sound after the 
fashion of the Berliners (who constantly use the phrase 

G ^ 
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Ja wohl! in conversation, and more or less prolong 
the syllable ohl " according as they desire to express 
different shades of meaning or of mood). 

At this the Baron and the Baroness faced sharply 
about, and almost fled in their alarm. Some of the 
bystanders gave vent to excited exclamations, and 
others remained staring at me in astonishment. But I 
do not remember the details very well. 

Wheeling quietly about, I returned in the direction of 
Polina Alexandrovna. But when I had got within a 
hundred paces of her seat I saw her rise, and set out with 
the children towards the hotel. 

At the portico I caught her up. 

I have j)erpetrated the — the piece of idiocy," I said 
as I came level with her. 

" Have you? Then you can take the consequences," 
she replied without so much as looking at me. Then 
she moved towards the staircase. 

I spent the rest of the evening walking in the park. 
Thence I passed into the forest, and walked on until 1 
found myself in a neighbouring principality. At a way- 
side restaurant I partook of an omelette and some wine, 
and was charged for the idyllic repast a thaler and a half. 

Not until eleven o'clock did I return home — to find a 
summons awaiting me from the General. 

Our party occupied two suites in the hotel; each of 
which contained two rooms. The first (the larger suite) 
comprised a salon and a smoking-room, with, adjoining 
the latter, the General's study. It was here that he w'as 
awaiting me as he stood posed in a majestic attitude 
beside his writing-table. Lolling on a divan close by 
was Griers. 

" My good sir," the General began, " may I ask you 
what this is that you have gone and done? " 

" I should be glad," I replied, "if we could come 
straight to the jx)int. Probably you are referring to my 
encounter of to-day with a Gennan? " 

" With a German? Why, the German was the Baron 
Burmergelm — a most important personage! I hear 
that you have been rude both to him and to the 
Baroness? " 
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No, I have not.’' 

“ But I understand that you simply terrilied them, 
my good sir? ” shouted the General. 

* Not in the least,” I replied. ” You must know that 
when I was in Berlin I frequently used to hear tlie 
Berliners repeat, and repellently prolong, a certain 
phrase — namely, * Ja wohl!'; and, liappeiiing to me(‘t 
this couple in the carriage-drive. 1 Uuind, for some 
reiison or another, that this phrase suddenly recurred 
to my memory, and exercised a rousing effect upon my 
^pi^ts. Moreover, on the three previous occasions that 
1 have met the Baroness she has walked towards m(‘ as 
though I were a worm which could easily be cruslu'd 
with the foot. Not unnaturally, I too possess a measure 
of self-respect; wherefore on this oeciision 1 took off my 
hat, and said politely (yes, I assure you it was said 
politely) : ' Madame, j'ai riionneur d’etn* votre eselave.* 
Tlien the Baron turned round, and said ’ Hein! where- 
upon I felt moved to ejaculate in answe r ' Ja wohl! ’ 
Twice I shouted it at him — the first time in an ordinary 
tone, and the second time with the greatest jirolonging 
of the words of which I Wiis capable. That is all.” 

I must confess that this puerile explanation gave me 
great pleasure. I felt a strong d(^sire to overlay the 
incident with an even added measure of grossness; so. 
the further I proceeded, the inon‘ did tlie gusto of my 
proceeding increase. 

” You are only making fun of me! ” vociferated the 
General as, turning to the Frenchman, 1 h‘ declared that 
my bringing about of the incident had l)(‘en gratuitous. 
De Griers smiled contemptuously, and shrugged his 
shoulders. 

” Do not think that/' I put in. ” It was not so at all. 
I grant you that my behaviour wjis bad - 1 fully confess 
that it was so, and make no secret of the fact. I would 
even go so far as to grant you that mv behaviour might 
well be cidled stupid and indecent tf)mff>ol(;ry ; but 
more than that it w’as not. Also, let m(* tell you tiiat 
I am very sorry for my conduct. Yet there is one cir- 
cumstance which, in my eyes, almost abs<;lves me fn>m 
regret in the matter. Of late tliat is to say, for the 
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last two or three weeks— I have been feeling not at all 
well. That is to say, I have been in a sick, nervous, 
irritable, fanciful condition, so that I have periodi- 
cally lost control over myself. For instance, on more 
than one occasion I have tried to pick a quarrel even 
with Monsieur le Marquise here; and under the circum- 
stances he had no choice but to answer me. In short, 
I have recently been showing signs of ill-health. 
Whether the Baroness Burmergelm will take this circum- 
stance into consideration when I come to beg her pardon 
(for I do intend to make her amends) I do not know, 
but I doubt if she will, and the less so since, so far as I 
know, the circumstance is one which, of late, has begun 
to be abused in the legal world, in that advocates in 
criminal ca.ses have taken to justifying their clients on 
the ground that, at the moment of the crime, they (the 

clients) were unconscious of what they were doing 

that, in short, they were out of health. ‘ My client 
committed the murder -that is true; but he has no 
recollection of having committed it.’ And doctors 
actually support these advocates by affirming that 
there really ts such a malady— that there really can 
arise temporary delusions which make a man remember 
nothing of a given deed, or only a half or a quarter of it ! 
But the Baron and Baroness are members of an older 
generation, as well as Prussian Junkers and landowners. 
To them such a process in the medico- judicial world 
will be unknown, and therefore they are the more 
unlikely to accept any such explanation. What is 
your opinion about it. General? ” 

"Enough, sir! ’’ he thundered with barely restrained 
fury. “ Enough, I say! Once and for all I must 
endeavour to rid myself of you and your impertinence. 
To justify yourself in the eyes of the Baron and Baroness 
will be impossible. Any intercourse with you. even 
though it be confined to a begging of their pardons, 
they would look upon as a degradation. I may tell 
you that, on learning that you formed part of my 
household, the Baron approached me in the Casino, 
and demanded of me additional satisfaction. Do you 
understand, then, what it is that you have entailed upon 
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me — ^upon tm, my good sir? You have entailed upon 
me the fact of my being forced to sue humbly to the 
Baron, and to give him my word of honour that this very 
day you shall cease to belong to mv establishment ! " ’ 
Excuse me, General,'* I interrupted, “ but did he 
make an express point of it that I should ' cease to belong 
to your establishment,' as you call it ? " 

“ No; I of my own initiative thought that I ought 
to afford him that satisfaction: and with it he was 
satisfied. So we must part, goixl sir. It is my duty 
to hand over to you forty gulden, three Horins, as per 
the accompanying statement. Here is the money, and 
here the account, which you are at liberty to verify. 
Farewell. From henceforth we are strangers. From 
you I have never had anything but trouble and un- 
pleasantness. I am about to call the landlord, and 
explain to him that from to-morrow onwards I shall 
no longer be responsible for your hotel exi>ens('s. Also 
I have the honour to remain your ()i)edicnt servant.'’ 

I took the money and the account (which was indited 
in pencil), and, bowing low to the General, said to him 
very gravely: 

" The matter cannot end here. I regret very much 
that you should have been put to unpl<*asantne.ss at 
the Baron's hands; but the fault (pardon me) is your 
owm. How came you to answer for me to the Baron? 
And what did you mean by saving that I formed part 
of your household? I am merely your family tutor — 
not a son of yours, nor yet your ward, nor a per'^on of 
any kind for whose acts you need be resjxmsible. I 
am a judicially competent person, a man of twenty-five 
years of age, a university graduate, a gentleman, and, 
until I met yourself, a complete stranger to voii. Only 
my boundless resjxx't for your merits restrains me from 
demanding satisfaction at your hands, as wdl as a 
further explanation as to tfu* reasons which havi; led 
you to take it upon yourself to answer for my conduct." 

So struck was he with my wfinh that, spreading out 
his hands, he turned to the hTenc hman, and interprctf*d 
to him that I had challenged himself (the General) to 
a duel. The Frenchman laughed aloud. 
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“ Nor do I intend to let the Baron off/* I continued 
calmly, but with not a little discomfiture at De Griers’ 
merriment. **And since you, General, have to-day 
been so good as to listen to the Baron*s complaints, 
and to enter into his concerns — since you have made 
yourself a participator in the affair — I have the honour 
to inform you that, to-morrow morning at the latest, I 
shall, in my own name, demand of the said Baron a 
formal explanation as to the reasons which have led 
him to disregard the fact that the matter lies between 
him and myself alone, and to put a slight upon me by 
referring it to another person, as though I were unworthy 
to answer for my own conduct.** 

Then there happened what I had foreseen. The 
(h neral, on hearing of this further intended outrage, 
showed the white feather. 

“ What? '* he cried, Do you intend to go on with 
this damned nonsense? Do you not realise the harm 
that it is doing me? I beg of you not to laugh at me, 
sir -not to laugh at me, for we have police authorities 
here who, out of respect for my rank, and for that of 

th(' l^aron In short, sir, I swear to you that I will 

have you arrested, and marched out of the place, to 
prevent any further brawling on your part. Do you 
understand what I say? ** He was almost breathless 
with anger, as well as in a terrible fright. 

“ General," I replied with that calmness which he 
never could abide, " one cannot arrest a man for brawl- 
ing until he has brawled. I have not so much as begun 
my explanations to the Baron, and you are altogether 
ignorant as to the form and time which my intended 
procedure is likely to assume. I wish but to disabuse 
the Baron of what is, to me, a shameful supposition — 
namely, that I am under the guardianship of a person 
who is qualified to exercise control over my freewill. 
It is vain for you to disturb and alarm yourself.'* 

" For God’s sake, Alexis Ivanovitch. do put an end 
to this senseless scheme of yours! ** he muttered, but 
with a sudden change from a truculent tone to one of 
entreaty as he caught me by the hand. " Do you 
know what is likely to come of it? Merely further 
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unpleasantness. You will agree with me, I am sure, 
that at present I ought to move with especial care — 
yes, with very especiaJ care. You cannot be fullv aware 
of how I am situated. When we leave this place I 
shall be ready to receive you back into my houseliold; 

but for the time being I Well, I cannot tell you all 

my reasons.^* With that he wound up in a despairing 
voice: " O Alexis Ivanovitcli, Alexis Ivaiiovitch! " 

I moved towards the door— bogging him to be ( aim, 
and promising that everything should be done decently 
and in order; whereafter I departed. 

Russians, when abroad, are over-apt to play the 
poltroon, and to watch all their words, and to wonder 
what people are thinking of their conduct, or whether 
such and such a thing is comnte U faut. In short, they 
are over-apt to cosset themselves, and to lay t laim to 
great importance. Always they prefer the fonn of 
behaviour which has once and for .ill become accepted 
and established. This they will follow shuishly — 
whether in hotels, on promenades, at mei‘lings, or when 
on a journey. But the General had avowed to m(‘ that, 
over and above such considerations as thes(*, thiTc were 
circumstances which compelled him to " movt? with 
especial care at prest‘nt’': and the fact had a('tuallv 
made him poor-spirited and a cfiward — had math* him 
altogether change his tone towards me. This fii( t I 
took into my calculations, and duly n<it('d it . for, ui ( ourse, 
he might apply to the authorities tomorrow, and it 
behoved me to go carefully. 

Yet it was not the General but Polina that I want(*d 
to anger. She had treated me with such crueltv, and 
held got me into such a hole, that J f(‘lt a longing to forc e 
her to beseech me to stop. Of course, mv tornfoolerv 
might compromise her; yet certain other leelings ancl 
desires had begun to fonn themsclvc^s in iny brain. If 
I was never to rank in her eyes as anything but a 
nonentity, it would not greatly matter if 1 figured ds a 
draggle-tailed cockerel, and the Baron were to give me a 
good thrashing; but the fact was that 1 desired to have 
the laugh of them all, and to conn* out myself unscathed. 
Let people see what they would sea*. Let Polina, fur 
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once, have a good fright, and be forced to whistle me to 
heel again. But, however much she might whistle, she 
should see that I was at least no draggle-tailed cockerel! 

I have just received a surprising piece of news. I 
have just met our chambermaid on the stairs, and been 
informed by her that Maria Philipovna departed to-day. 
by the night train, to stay with a cousin at Carlsbad. 
What can that mean? The maid declares that Madame 
packed her trunks early in the day. Yet how is it that 
no one else seems to have been aware of the circum- 
stance ? Or is it that I have been the only person to be 
unaware of it? Also, the maid has just told me that, 
three days ago, Maria Philipovna had some high words 
with the General. I understand, then! Probably the 
words were concerning Mile. Blanche. Certainly some- 
thing decisive is approaching. 


VII 

In the morning I sent for the maitre d'hotel, and 
explained to him that, in future, my bill was to be 
rendered to me personally. As a matter of fact, my 
expenses had never been so large as to alarm me, nor 
to lead me to quit the hotel; while, moreover, I still 
had i6o gulden left to me, and — in them — yes, in them, 
perhaps, riches awaited me. It was a curious fact, that, 
though I had not yet won anything at play, I neverthe- 
less acted, thought, and felt as though I were sure, before 
long, to become wealthy, since I could not imagine myself 
otherwise. 

Next 1 bethought me, despite the earliness of the hour, 
of going to see Mr. Astley, who was staying at the H6te! 
de I’Angleterre (a hostelry at no great distance from our 
own). But suddenly De Griers entered my room. 
This had never before happened, for of late that gentle- 
man and I had stood on the most strained and distant of 
terms — he attempting no concealment of his contempt 
for me (he even made an express point of showing it), 
and I having no reason to desire his company. In short. 
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I detested him. Consequently his entry at the present 
moment the more astounded me. At once I divined 
that something out of the way was on the carpet. 

He entered with marked affability, and began by 
complimenting me on my room. Then, perceiving that 
I had my hat in my hands, he inquired w^hither I was 
going so early; and no sooner did he hear that I was 
bound for Mr. Astley’s than he stopped, looked grave, 
and seemed plunged in thought. 

He was a true Frenchman in so far as that, though 
he could be lively and engaging when it suited him, he 
became insufferably dull and w'earisome as soon as ever 
the need for being lively and engaging had passed. 
Seldom is a Frenclunan naturally civil: he is civil only 
as though to order and of set purpose. Also, if he thinks 
it incumbent upon him to be fanciful, original, and out 
of the way, his fancy always assumes a foolish, un- 
natural vein, for the reason that it is compounded of 
trite, hackneyed forms. In short, the natural French- 
man is a conglomeration of coininonplare, petty, ev(‘r>^- 
day positiveness, so that he is the most tedious perst)n 
in the world. Indeed, I believe that none but green- 
horns and excessively Russian people feel an attraction 
towards the French; for, to any man of sensibility, 
such a compendium of outworn forms — a compendium 
which is built up of drawing-room manners, expan.sive- 
ness, and gaiety — becomes at once over noticeable ;uid 
unbearable. 

“ I have come to see you on business,'' De Griers 
began in a very off-hand, yet polite, tone ; nor will I seek 
to conceal from you the fact that 1 have come in the 
capacity of an emissary, of an intermetliary, from the 
General. Having small knowledge of tlic Russian 
tongue, I lost most of wliat was .said last night; but the 
General has now explained matters, and 1 must confess 
that — 

'' See here, Monsieur de Griers," 1 interrupted. " I 
understand that you have undertaken to act in this 
affair as an intermediary. Of course I am only ' un 
utchitel,’ a tutor, and have never claimed to be an 
intimate of this household, nor to stand on at all familiar 
♦g 
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terms with it. Consequently I do not know the whole 
of its circumstances. Yet pray explain to me this: 
have you yourself become one of its members, seeing that 
you are beginning to take such a part in everything, and 
are now present as an intermediary? 

The Frenchman seemed not over-pleased at my 
question. It was one which was too outspoken for his 
taste— and he had no mind to be frank with me. 

" I am connected with the General, he said drily, 

partly through business affairs, and partly through 
special circumstances. My principal has sent me merely 
to ask you to forego your intentions of last evening. 
What you contemplate is, I have no doubt, very clever; 
yet he has charged me to represent to you that you have 
not the slightest chance of succeeding in your end, since 
not only will the Baron refuse to receive you, but also 
he (the Baron) has at his disposal every possible means 
for obviating further unpleasantness from you. Surely 
you can see that yourself? What, then, would be the 
good of going on with it all? On the other hand, the 
General promises that at the first favourable opportunity 
he will receive you back into his household, and, in the 
meantime, will credit you with your salary— with ‘ vos 
appointements.' Surely that will suit you, will it not ? " 

Very quietly I replied that he (the Frenchman) was 
labouring under a delusion; that perhaps, after all, I 
should not be expelled from the Baron's presence, but. 
on the contrar\^ be listened to; finally, that I should 
be glad if Monsieur de Griers would confess that he was 
now visiting me merely in order to see how far I intended 
to go in the affair. 

'‘Good heavens!” cried de Griers. “Seeing that 
the (ieneral takes such an interest in the matter, is 
there anything very unnatural in his desiring also to 
know your plans? ” 

Again I began my explanations, but the Frencliman 
only fidgeted and rolled his head about as he listened 
with an expression of manifest and unconcealed irony 
on his face. In short, he adopted a supercilious atti- 
tude. For my own part, I endeavoured to pretend 
that I took the affair very seriously. I declared that, 
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since the Baron had gone and complained of me to the 
General, as though I were a mere servant of the General’s, 
he had, in the first place, lost me my p)ost, and, in the 
second place, treated me like a pt-rson to whom, as to 
one not qualified to answer for himself, it was not even 
worth while to speak. Naturally, I said. I felt insulted 
at this. Yet, comprehending, as I did, differences of 
years, of social status, and so forth (here I could scarcely 
help smiling), I was not anxious to bring about further 
scenes by going personally to demand or to request 
satisfaction of the Baron. All that I felt was that 1 
had a right to go in person and beg the Baron’s and 
the Baroness's pardon — the more so since, of late, I had 
been feeling unwell and unstrung, and had been in a 
fanciful condition. And so forth, and so forth. Yet 
(I continued) the Bjiron’s offensive behaviour to me of 
\'esterday (that is to say, the fac't of his referring the 
matter to the General) as well as his insistence that the 
General should deprive me of my post, had placcxi me 
in such a position that I could not w(‘ll express my 
regret to him (the Baron) and to his good lady, for the 
reiison that in all probability both he and the Baroness, 
with the world at large, would imagine that 1 was doing 
so merely l)ecause I hoped, by my action, to recover 
my post. Hence I found myself forced to reque^st the 
Baron to express to me hts oivn regrets, as well as to 
express them in the most unqualified manner -to say, 
in fact, that he had never had any wish to insult me. 
After the Baron had done that, 1 should, for my part, 
at once feel free to express to him, whole-ln artedly and 
without reserve, my own regrets. “ In short.” 1 d('- 
clared in conclusion, ” my one desire is that the Baron 
may make it possible for me to adopt the latter course.” 

” Oh fie! What refinements and subtleties! ” ex- 
claimed l)e Griers. ” Besides, what have you to express 
regret for? Confess, Monsieur, Monsieur pardon me, 
but I have forgotten your name- confess, I say, that 
all this is merely a plan to annoy the (leneral ? Or perhaps 
you have some other and special end in view.'' Eh? ” 

” In return you must pardon me, rnon cher Marejuis, 
and tell me what you have to do with it.” 
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The General 

“ But what of the General? Last night he said that, 
for some reason or another, it behoved him to ' move 
with especial care at present ; * wherefore he was feeling 
nervous. But I did not understand the reference." 

" Yes, there do exist special reasons for his doing so," 
assented De Griers in a conciliatory tone, yet with rising 
anger. " You are acquainted with Mile, de Cominges, 
are you not? " 

" Mile. Blanche, you mean? " 

" Yes, Mile. Blanche de Cominges. Doubtless you 
know also that the General is in love with this young 
lady, and may even be about to marry her before he 
leaves here? Imagine, therefore, what any scene or 
scandal would entail upon him! " 

" I cannot sec that the marriage scheme need be 
aff(‘cted by scenes or scandals." 

" Mais le Baron est si irascible — un caractdre prussien, 
vous savez! Enftn il fera une (|uerelle d’Allemand." 

" 1 do not care," I replied, "seeing that I no longer 
belong to his household " (of set purpose I was trying 
to talk as senst'lc'ssly as possible). " But is it quite 
settled that Mile, is to marry the General? What are 
they waiting for? Why should they conceal such a 
matter — at all events from ourselves, the General's 
own party? " 

" I cannot tell you. The marriage is not yet a 
settled affair, for they arc awaiting lu ws from Russia. 
The (icntTal has business transactions to arrange." 

" Ah ’ ('onru'c ted, doubtless, with madanie hismother ? " 

I)t‘ (iritTS shot at me a glance of hatred. 

" To cut things short," he interrupted, " I have 
(omplete conhdence in your native [X)hteness, as well 
as in your tact and good sense. I feel sure that you will 
do what I suggest, even if it is only for the sake of this 
family which has received you as a kinsman into its 
bosom and has always loved and respected you." 

" Be so g<><)d as to observe," I remarked, " that the 
same family has just expelled me from its bosom. All 
that you are saying you are saying but for show; but 
when people have just said to you, ' Of course we do 
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not wish to turn you out, yet. for the sake of appear- 
ances, you must permit yourself to be turned out,* 
nothing can matter very much.** 

‘‘ Very well, then,** lie said, in a sterner and more 
arrogant tone. Seeing that my solicitations have 
had no effect upon you, it is my duty to mention that 
other measures will be taken. There exist here jx)lice, 
you must remember, and this very day they shall send 
you packing. Que diable! To think (T a blanc bee like 
yourself challenging a person like the Baron to a duel! 
Do you suppose that you will be alloivcd to dosuch things ? 
Just try doing them, and see if any one will bo afraid 
of you! The reason why I have asked you to desist is 
that I can see that your conduct is < aiising the (General 
annoyance. Do you believe that the Baron ('ould not 
tell his lacquey simply to put you out of (in(»rs? " 

** Nevertheless I should not out of doors," I re- 
torted \^nth absolute calm. " You an* labouring under 
a delusion, Monsieur de Griers. The thing will be done 
in far better trim than you imagine. I was just about 
to start for Mr. Astley’s, to ask him to lx* iny inter- 
mediary — in other words, my second. He has a strong 
liking for me, and I do not think that he will refuse. 
He \s'ill go and sec the Baron on my lH‘half, and the Baron 
will certainly not declim* to rec<‘ive him. Although 1 
am only a tutor -a kind of subalte rn, Mr. Astley is 
known to all men as the nephew of a real rmglish lord, 
the Lord Piebroch, as well as a lord in his own right. 
V’t‘s, you may be pretty sure that (he Baron will be 
civil to Mr. Astley, and listen to him. Or. should he de- 
cline to do so, Mr. Astl(*y will take* the refusal as a per- 
sonal affront to himself (for you know how j>ersistent 
the English are?) and thereupon introduci* to tlie 
Baron a frit^nd of his own (and he has many friends 
in a good p(^sition). That being so, picture to vours(*lf 
the issue of the affair-- an affair which will n<d <juitc 
end as you think it will." 

This caused the Frenchman to b<*think him of playing 
the coward. " Really things may be as this fellow says,*' 
he evidently thought. " Really he might be able to 
engineer another scene.** 
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" Once more I beg of you to let the matter drop/' 
he continued in a tone that was now entirely concilia- 
tory. “ One would think that it actually pleased you 
to have scenes! Indeed, it is a brawl rather than 
genuine satisfaction that you are seeking. I have said 
that the affair may prove to be diverting, and even 
clever, and that possibly you may attain something 
by it ; yet none the less I tell you (he said this only 
because he saw me rise and reach for my hat) that I 
have come hither also to hand you these few words 
from a certain person. Read them, please, for I must 
take her back an answer.'" 

So saying, he took from his pocket a small, compact, 
wafer-sealed note, and handed it to me. In Polina's 
handwriting I read: 

“ 1 hear that you are thinking of going on with this 
affair. You have lost your temper now, and are begin- 
ning to play the fool! Certain circumstances, however, 
1 may explain to you later. Pray cease from your folly, 
and [)ut a cln ck upon yourself. For folly it all is. I 
have nvrd of you, and, moreover, you have promised to 
obey me. Remember the Schlangenberg. I ask you 
to be obedient. If necessary, I shall even bid you be 
obedient. — Your own Polina. 

“ P.5.— -If so be that you still bear a grudge against 
me for what happened hist night, pray forgive me." 

h:v(*rything, to my eyes, seemed to change as I read 
these words. My lips grew pale, and I began to tremble. 
Meanwhile the cursed Frenchman was eyeing me dis- 
creetly and askance, as thougli he wished to avoid 
witnessing my confusion. It would have been better if 
he had laughed outright. 

" Very well,'' I said, " you can tell Mile, not to disturb 
hers('lf. But," I adiled sharply. “ I would also ask you 
why you have been so long in handing me this note? 
Instead of chattering about trifles, you ought to have 
delivered me the missive at once — if you have really 
come commissioned as you say." 
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•• Well, pardon some natural haste on my part, for the 
situation is so strange. I wished first "to gain vane 
personal knowledge of your intentions; and, moreover, 
I did not know the contents of the note, and thought tliat 
it could be given you at any time." 

" I understand," I replied. " So you were ordered 
to hand me the note only in the last resort, iuul if you 
could not otherwise appease me? Is it not so? Sp'Mk 
out, Monsieur dc Griers." 

" Perhaps," said he, assuming a look of great forbear- 
ance, but gazing at me in a meaning way. 

I reached for my hat; whereupon he nodded, and 
went out. Yet on his lips I fancied that I could see a 
mocking smile. How could it have been otlaTwise? 

" You and I are to have a reckoning later. Master 
Frenchman," I muttered as I desctauied tlie stairs. 
" Yes, we will measure our strengtli tog(‘ther." Yet 
my thoughts were all in confusion, for again something 
seemed to have struck me dizzy. Pn'sently the air 
revived me a little, and, a couj>le of minutes later, my 
brain had sufficiently cleared to enable two ideas in 
particular to stand out in it. MrslJ}’, I askc'd mysilf, 
which of the absurd, boyish, and extravag.int threats 
which I had uttered at random last nigiit had made 
everylx)dy so alarmed? Secondly, what was the influ- 
ence which this Frenchman appean^l to ex< rcise over 
Polina? He had but to give tin* word, and at once she 
did as he desired — at once she wrote me a not(‘ to l)<*g 
of me to forbear! Of course, th(‘ nlaticnis between the 
pair had, from the first, been a riddle to nn‘ they had 
been so ever since I liad first inadi* their .uajuaintance, 
but of late I had remarked in ln*r a si long aversion loi - 
even a contempt for — him, while, for his part, he Iiad 
scarcely even looked at her, but had bdiavcd towards InT 
ill ways in tlie most churlish fashion. Yes. I had noted 
that. Also, Polina herself had nu iiticna d to me her 
dislike for him, and delivered herself of some remarkable 
confessions on the subject. Hence he must have got 
her into his power somehow- somehow he must i>e 
holding her as in a vice. 
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VIII 

All at once, on the Promenade, as it was called — that is 
to say, in the Chestnut Avenue — I came face to face with 
my Englishman. 

“ I was just coming to see you," he said; " and you 
appear to be out on a similar errand. So you have 
parted with your employers? " 

" How do you know that? " I asked in astonishment. 
" Is every one aware of the fact? " 

" By no means. Not every one would consider such 
a fact to be of moment. Indeed, I have never heard any 
one speak of it." 

" Then how come you to know it? " 

" Because I have had occasion to do so. Whither are 
you bound? I like you, and was therefore coming to 
pay you a visit." 

"What a splendid fellow you are, Mr. Astley! " I 
cried, though still wondering how he had come by his 
knowledge. " And since I have not yet had my coffee, 
and you have, in all probability, scarcely tasted yours, 
let us adjourn to the Casino Caf6, where we can sit and 
smoke and have a talk." 

The caf6 in question was only a hundred paces away; 
so when coffee had been brought we seated ourselves, 
and I lit a cigarette. Astley was no smoker, but, taking 
a seat by my side, he prepared himself to listen. 

" I do not intend to go away," was my first remark. 
" I intend, on the contrary, to remain here." 

That I never doubted," he answered good- 
humouredly. 

It is a curious fact that, on my way to see him, I had 
never even thought of telling him of my love for Polina. 
In fact, I had purposely meant to avoid any mention of 
the subject. Nor, during our stay in the place, had I 
ever made aught but the scantiest reference to it. You 
see, not only was Astley a man of great reserve, but also 
from the first I had piTceived that Polina had made a 
great impression upon him, although he never spoke of 
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her. But now, strangely enough, he had no sooner seated 
himself and bent his steely gaze upon me, than, for 
some reason or another, I felt moved to tell him every- 
thing— to speak to him of my love in all its phases. For 
an hour and a half did I discourse on the subject, and 
found it a pleasure to do so, even though this was the 
first occasion on which I had referred to the matter. 
Indeed, when, at certain moments, I perceived that 
my more ardent passages confused him, I purposely 
increased my ardour of narration. Yet one thing I 
regret : and that is that I made references to the French- 
man which were a little over-personal. 

Mr. Astley sat without moving as he listened to me. 
Not a word nor a sound of any kind did he utter as 
he stared into my eyes. Suddenly, however, on my 
mentioning the Frenchman, he interrupted me, and 
inquired sternly whether I did right to speak of an 
extraneous matter (he had always been a strange man in 
his mode of propounding questions). 

“ No, I fear not," I replied. 

" And concerning this Marquis and Mile. Polina you 
know nothing beyond surmise? " 

Again I was surprised that such a categorical question 
should come from such a reserved individual. 

" No, I know nothing /er certain about them," was my 
reply. " No — nothing." 

" Then you have done very wrong to sjy^ak of them 
to me, or even to imagine things about them." 

" Quite so, quite so," I interrupted in some astonish- 
ment. " I admit that. Yet that is not the question." 
Whereupon I related to him in detail the incident of two 
days ago. I sjwke of Polina's outburst , of my encounter 
with the Baron, of my dismissal, of the (jeneral's extra- 
ordinary pusillanimity, and of the call wliich I)e Griers 
had that morning paid me. In conclusion, I showe<l 
Astley the note which I had lately reu'iv<‘d. 

"What do you make of it?" I asked. "When I 
met you I was just coming to ask you your opinion. For 
myself, I could have killed this Frenchman, and am 
not sure that I shall not do so even yet." 

" I feel the same about it," said Mr. Astley. " As 
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for Mile. Polina— well, you yourself know that, if neces- 
sity drives, one enters into relation with people whom 
one simply detests. Even between this couple there 
may be something which, though unknovsn to you, 
depends upon extraneous circumstances. For my 
own part, I think that you may reassure yourself-- or 
at all events partially. And as for Mile. Polina’s pro- 
ceedings of two days ago, they were, of course, strange; 
not because she can have meant to get rid of you, or 
to earn for you a thrashing from the Baron’s cudgel 
(which, for some curious reason, he did not use, although 
he had it ready in his hands), but because such proceed- 
ings on the part of such — well, of such a refined lady as 
Mile. Polina are, to say the least of it, unbecoming. 
But she cannot have guessed that you would carry out 
her absurd wish to the letter? ” 

Do you know what? ” suddenly I cried as I fixed 
Mr. Astley with my gaze. I believe that you have 
already heard the story from some one — very possibly 
from Mile. Polina herself? ” 

In return he gave me an astonished stare. 

" Your eyes look very fiery,” he said with a return of 
his former calm, " and in them I can read suspicion. 
Now, you have no right whatever to be suspicious. It 
is not a right which I can for a moment recognise, and I 
absolutely refuse to answer your questions.” 

” Enough! You need say no more,” I cried with 
a strange emotion at my heart, yet not altogether 
und(Tstanding what had aroused that emotion in 
my breast. Indeed, when, where, and how could 
Polina have chosen Astley to be one of her confi- 
dants? Of late I had come rather to overlook him in 
this connection, even though Polina had always been a 
riddh' to me— so much so that now, when I had just 
permitted myself to tell my friend of my infatuation 
in all its aspects, I had found myself struck, during 
the very telling, with the fact that in my relations with 
her I could specify nothing that was explicit, nothing 
that was positive. On the contrary, my relations had 
been purely fantastic, strange, and unreal; they had 
been unlike anything else that I could think of. 
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“ Very weU, very well,” I replied with a warmth (.lual 
to Astley’s own. “ Then I stand confounded, and liave 
no further opinions to offer. But you are a fellow 
and I am glad to know what you think about it all. even 
though I do not need your advice.'' 

Then, after a pause, I resumed: 

“ For instance, what reason should you assign for 
the General taking fright in this way?' Why sliould 
my stupid clowning have led the world to elevate it into 
a serious incident ? Even De (iriers has found it neces- 
sary to put in his oar (and he only interferes on the most 
important occasions), and to visit me. and to address to 
me the most earnest supplications. Yes, h€, I)e (iriers. 
has actually been playing the suppliant to ffu! And, 
mark you, although he came to me as early as nine 
o’clock, he had ready-prepared in his hand Mile. Polina’s 
note. When, I would ask, was that noti' written? 
Mile. Polina must have been aroused from sleep for 
the express purpose of writing it. At all events tlie 
circumstance shows that she is an absolutt* slave to 
the Frenchman, since she actually begs m\' pardon in 
the note — actually begs my pardon! Yet what is her 
personal concern in the matter? Why is she inter<*st(*d 
in it at all? W'hy, too, is the whole j)arty so afraid of 
this precious Baron? And what sort of a business do 
you call it for the General to be g()ing to marrv Mlh*. 
Blanche dc Cominges? He told me last night that, 
because of the circumstance, he must ‘ move with 
especial care at present.' What is your opinion of it 
all? Your look convinces me that you know more 
about it than I do." 

Mr. Astley smiled and norlded. 

" Yes, I think I do know more about it than you do," 
he assented. " The affair centres around this Mile. 
Blanche. Of that I feel certain” 

" And what of Mile. Blanche? " 1 « m-d impatiently 
(for in me there had dawned a sudd«*n liojx? that this 
would enable me to discover somelhing al^cnit Polina). 

" W'ell, my belief is that at the present moment Mile. 
Blanche has, in very tnith, a spec lal reason for wishing 
to avoid any trouble with the Baron and the Baron(‘ss. 
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It might lead not only to some unpleasantness, but even 
to a scandal/’ 

Oh. oh!” 

Also I may tell you mat Mile. Blanche has been 
in Roulettenberg before, for she was staying here three 
seasons ago. I myself was in the place at the time, 
and in those days Mile. Blanche was not known as 
Mile, de Cominges, nor was her mother, the Widow de 
Cominges, even in existence. In any case no one ever 
mentionedthe latter. De Griers, too, hadnot materialised, 
and I am convinced that not only do the parties stand 
in no relation to one another, but also they have not 
long enjoyed one another’s acquaintance. Likewise the 
Marquisale de Griers is of recent creation. Of that I 
have reason to be sure, owing to a certain circumstance. 
Even the name De Griers itself may be taken to be a 
new invention, seeing that I have a friend who once met 
the said ' Marquis ' under a different name altogether.” 

” Yet he possesses a good circle of friends? ” 

” Possibly. Mile, Blanche also may possess that. 
Yet it is not three years since she received from the 
local police, at the instance of the Baroness, an invita- 
tion to leave the town. And she left it.” 

” But why? ” 

” Well, I must tell you that she first appeared here 
in company with an Italian — a prince of some sort, 
a man who bore an historic name (Barberini or some- 
thing of the kind). The fellow was simply a mass of 
rings and diamonds — real diamonds, too — and the 
couple used to drive out in a marvellous carriage. At 
first Mile. Blanche played trente ct quarante with fair 
success, but, later, her luck took a marked change for 
the worse. I distinctly remember that in a single even- 
ing she lost an enormous sum. But worse was to ensue, 
for one fine morning her prince disappeared — horses, 
carriage, and all. Also, the hotel bill which he left 
unpiiid was enormous. Upon this Mile. Zelma (the 
name which she assumed after figuring as Madame 
Barberini) was in despair. She shrieked and howled all 
over the hotel, and even tore her clothes in her frenzy. 
In the hotel there was staying also a Polish count (you 
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must know that all travelling Poles are counts!), and 
the spectacle of Mile. Zelma tearing her clothes and, 
catlike, scratching her face with her beautiful, scented 
nails produced upon him a strong impression. So the 
pair had a talk together, and by luncheon time she was 
consoled. Indeed, that evening the couple entered the 
Casino arm in arm — Mile. Zelma laughing loudly, 
according to her custom, and showing even more 
expansiveness in her manners than she had before showm. 
For instance, she thrust her way into the file of women 
roulette-players in the exact fashion of those ladies 
who, to clear a space for themselves at the tables, jmsh 
their fellow-players roughly aside. Doubtless you have 
noticed them? " 

Yes, certainly." 

" Well, they are not worth noticing. To the annoy- 
ance of the decent public they are allowed to n niairi 
here — at all events such of them as daily changt‘ .p)()0 
franc notes at the tables (though, as soon as (*ver these 
women cease to do so, they receive* an invitation to 
depart). However, Mile. Zelma continued to change 
notes of this kind, but her play grew nion‘ and more 
unsuccessful, despite the fact that sinh ladies' luck 
is frequently good, for they have a sijr|)r^ing amount 
of cash at their disposal. Suddenly the Count too 
disappeared, even as the Prince had done, and tliat 
same evening Mile. Zelma was forced to app<‘ar in the 
Casino alone. On this occasion no one offered her a 
greeting. Two days later she had conn* to tlie <*nd of 
her resources; whereupon, after staking and losing 
her last louis d'or, she chanc(‘d to look around hei, 
and siiw standing by her side tin? Haron Jhinnerg(‘Ini, 
who had been eyeing her with fixed disappr(;val. To 
his distaste, how'cvcr. Mile, paid no attention, but, 
turning to him with her w< 11 -known smile, r(‘quest(‘d 
him to stake, on her behalf, ten louis on the red. 1 iter 
that evening a complaint from the ikironess led the 
autliorities to rcijuest Mile, not to re-enter tlie Casino. 
If you feel in any way surprised tlyit I sliould know 
these petty and unedifying details, the reason is that I 
had them from a relative of mine who, later that evening, 
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drove Mile. Zelma in his carriage from Roulettenberg 
to spa. Now, mark you, Mile, wants to become Madame 
General, in order that, in future, she may be spared the 
receipt of such invitations from Casino authorities as 
she received three years ago. At present she is not 
playing; but that is only because, according to the 
signs, she is lending money to other players. Yes, that 
is a much more paying game. I even suspect that the 
unfortunate Generd is himself in her debt, as well as. 
perhaps, also De Griers. Or it may be that the latter 
has entered into a partnership with her. Consequently 
you yourself will see that, until the marriage shall 
have been consummated. Mile, would scarcely like to 
have the attention of the Baron and the Baroness drawn 
to herself. In short, to any one in her position, a 
scandal would be most detrimental. You form a member 
of the manage of these people; wherefore any act of 
yours might cause such a scandal — and the more so 
since daily she appears in public arm in arm with the 
(ieneral or with Mile. Polina. Now do you understand ?'* 
“ No, I do not! " I shouted as I banged my fist down 
upon the table — banged it with such violence that a 
frightened waiter came running towards us. ** Tell me, 
Mr. Astley, why, if you knew this history all along, and, 
consequently, always knew who this Mile. Blanche is, 
you neviT warned either myself or the General, nor, 
most of all, Mile. Polina (who is accustomed to appear 
in the Casino — in public everywhere — with Mile. 
Blan('he) ? How could you do it ? " 

“ It would have done no good to warn you," he replied 
quietly, “ for the reason that you could have effected 
nothing. Against what was I to warn you? As likely 
as not, the General knows more about Mile. Blanche 
even than I do ; yet the unhappy man still walks about 
with her and Mile. Polina, Only yesterday I saw this 
Frenchwoman riding, splendidly mounted, with Dv 
(iriers, while the Gencrail was careering in their wake 
on a roan horse. He had said, that morning, that his 
legs wen^ hurting him, yet his riding-seat was easy 
enough. As he passed I looked at him, and the thought 
occurred to me that he was a man lost for ever. 
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However, it is no affair of mine, for I have only rocently 
had the happiness to make Mile. Polina's acquaintance. 
Also" — he added this as an afterthought- " I have 
already told you that I do not recognise your right to 
ask me certain questions, however sincere be my liking 
for you." 

" Enough," I said, rising. " To me it is as ch ar as 
day that Mile. Polina knows all about this Mile. Blanche 
but cannot bring herself to part with her Frenchman; 
wherefore she consents also to be seen in public with Mile. 
Blanche. You may be sure that nothing else would ever 
have induced her either to walk about with this French- 
woman or to send me a note not to touch the Baron. 
Yes, it is there that the influence lies before which every- 
thing in the world must bow! Yet she herself it w;is 
who launched me at the Baron! The devil tak(' it, but 
I was left no choice in the matter." 

" You forget, in the first place, that this Mile, de 
Cominges is the General’s inamorata, and, in the sci ond 
place, that Mile. Polina, the General’s step daughter, 
has a younger brother and sister who, though tluy are 
the General’s own children, are complettly neglect<‘d 
by this madman, and robbed as w(‘ll.” 

" Yes, yes; that is so. For me to go and d(‘S(‘rt th(‘ 
children now would mean their total abandonment; 
whereas, if 1 remain, I should be able to defend their 
interests, and, perhaps, tosave a inoirtv of their propTty. 
Yes, yes; that is quite tnie. .\nd vrt. and yet Oh. 
I can well understand why they are all so interested in 
the General's mother! " 

" In whom? " asked Mr. Asth v. 

" In the old woman of Moscow' who declines to die, 
yet concerning whom they are for ever e.\pe«ling t(*Ic*- 
grams to notify the fact of her death. " 

" Ah, then of cejurse their inten-sis (cntre around her. 
It is a question of succc'^^sion. Let that but be settled, 
and the General will rnairy. .Mile. Polina wall be set 

free, and De Griers " 

" Yes. and De Griers'^ " 

" Will be repaid his money, which is what he is now 
waiting for." 
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" What ? You think that he is waiting for that > ” 

" I know of nothing else," asserted Mr. Astley doggedly. 

" But, I do, I do! ” I shouted in my fury. " He is 
waiting also for the old woman’s will, for the reason 
that it awards Mile. Polina a dowry. As soon as ever 
the money is received, she will throw herself upon the 
Frenchman’s neck. All women are like that. Even 
the proudest of them become abject slaves where 
marriage is concerned. What Polina is good for is to 
fall head over ears in love. That is my opinion. Look 
at her— especially when she is sitting alone, and plunged 
in thought. All this was pre-ordained and foretold, 
and is accursed. Polina could perpetrate any mad 
act. She— she — But who called me by name? ’’ I 
broke off. " Who is shouting for me ? I heard some 
one calling in Russian, ‘ Alexis Ivanovitch! ’ It was a 
woman’s voice. Listen!” 

At the moment we were approaching my hotel. We 
had left the caf^ long ago, without even noticing that 
we had done so. 

’’ Yes, I did hear a woman’s voice calling, but whose 
I do not know. The some one was calling you in 
Russian. Ah ! Now I can see whence the cries come. 
They come from that lady there — the one who is sitting 
on the settee, the one who has just been escorted to the 
verandah by a crowd of lacqueys. Behind her see that 
pile of luggage! She must have arrived by train." 

" But why should she be calling me ? Hear her calling 
again! See! She is beckoning to us! ’’ 

“ Yes, so she is,” assented Mr. Astley. 

“Alexis Ivanovitch, Alexis Ivanovitch! Good 
heavens, what a stupid fellow! ” came in a despairing 
wail from the verandah. 

Wc had almost reached the portico, and I was just 
setting foot upon the space before it, when my hands 
fell to my sides in limp astonishment, and my feet glued 
themselves to the pavement 1 
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IX 

For on the topmost tier of the hotel verandah, after 
being carried up the steps in an annchair amid a bevy 
of footmen, maid-servants, and other menials of tlie 
hotel, headed by the landlord (that functionary had 
actually run out to meet a visitor who arrived with so 
much stir and din, attended by her own retinue, and 
accompanied by so great a pile of trunks and port- 
manteaux) — on the topmost tier of the verandah, I 
say, there was sitting — the Grandmother ! Yes, it was 
she — rich, and imposing, and seventy-five years of age — 
Antonida Vassilievna Tarassevitcha, landowner and 
grande dame of Moscow — the “La Baboulenka” who 
had caused so many telegrams to be sent of! ami received 
— who had been dying, yet not dying — who had, 
in her owm person, descended u|X)n us even as snow 
might fall from the clouds! Though unable to walk, 
she had arrived borne aloft in an armchair (her mode of 
conveyance for the last five years), yet as brisk, aggr(‘s- 
sive, self-satisfied, bolt-upright, loudly imjxuious, and 
generally abusive as ever. In fact, she IcKiked exactly 
as she had done on the only two occasions wlien 1 liad 
seen her since my appointment to the General's house- 
hold. Naturally enough, I stood petrified with astonish- 
ment. She had sighted me a hundnxl pact‘s oil ! Even 
while she was being carried along in her ch.iir she had 
recognised me, and called me by naim? and surname 
(which, as usual, after hearing once, she had remembered 
ever aftenvards). 

“ And this is the woman whom they had thought to 
see in her grave after making her wilil ” I thought to 
myself. “ Yet she will outlive us, and every om* else 
in the hotel. Good Lord! what is going to Ik^coiih* of us 
now? What on earth is to hapjxm to the General? 
She will turn the place upside down! " 

“ My good sir," th(‘ old woman continued in a sten- 
torian voice, “ wliat arc you standing there for, with 
your eyes almost falling out of your head? Cannot 
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you come and say how-do-you-do? Are you too proud 
to shake hands? Or do you not recognise me? Here, 
Potapitchl '' she cried to an old servant who, dressed 
in a frock coat and white waistcoat, had a bald, red head 
(he was the chamberlain who always accompanied lier 
on her journeys). ‘‘Just think! Alexis Ivanovitch 
does not recognise me I They have buried me for good 
and all! Yes, and after sending hosts of telegrams to 
know if I were dead or not! Yes, yes, I have heard the 
whole story. I am very much alive, though, as you 
may see/‘ 

'‘ Pardon me, Antonida Vassilievna,“ I replied good 
humouredly as I recovered my presence of mind. “ 1 
have no reason to wish you ill. I am merely rather 
astonished to see you. Why should I not be so, seeing 
how unexpected 

“ Why should you be astonished? I just got into 
my chair, and came. Things are quiet enough in the 
train, for there is no one there to chatter. Have you 
been out for a walk? " 

" Yes. I have just been to the Casino.'^ 

" Oh? Well, it is quite nice here," she went on as 
she looked about her. " The place seems comfortable, 
and all the trees are out. I like it very well. Are your 
p(‘o|)l(’ at home ? Is the General, for instance, indoors ? " 
" Yrs; and probably all of them." 

" Do tliey observe the convenances, and keep 
up aj)pearances? Such things always give one tone. 
I have heard that they are keeping a carriage, even as 
Russian gentlefolks ought to do. When abroad, our 
Russian people always cut a dash. Is Prascovia here 
too? 

" Yes. Polina Alexandrovna is here." 

"And the Frenchwoman? However, I will go and 
look for them myself. Tell me the nean^t way to their 
rooms. Do yon like being here? " 

" Vc‘S, I thank you, Antonida \';issilievna." 

" And you, Potapitch, go you and tell that fool of a 
landlord to reserve me a suitable suite of rooms. They 
must be handsomely decorated, and not too high up. 
Have my luggage taken up to them. But what are you 
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tumbling over yourselves for? Why are you all tearing 
about? What scullions these fellows are!— Who is that 
with you? " she added to myself. 

“ A Mr. Astley,” I replied. 

“ And who is Mr. Astley? 

A fellow-traveller, and my very good friend, a^ wtU 
as an acquaintance of the General’s.’' 

“ Oh, an Englishman? Then that is whv he stared 
at me without even opening his lips. Howew^r, I like 
Englishmen. Now, take me upstaii-s, diiect to their 
rooms. Where are they lodging? ” 

Madame was lifted up in her chair by the latajueys. and 
I preceded her up the grand staircase. Our progress was 
e.xceedingly effective, for everyone whom we met stopjx'd 
to stare at the cortege. It happened that the hotel had 
the reputation of being the best, the most e.\ pensive, and 
the most aristocratic in all the spa, and at every turn 
on the staircase or in the corridors we eiieountered fine 
ladies and important-looking Englishmen™m()re than 
one of whom hastened downstairs to inquire of the 
awestruck landlord who the newcomer was. To all such 
questions he returned the same answer -"namely, that 
the old lady was an influential foreigner, a Russian, a 
Countess, and a grande dame, and that she had taken 
the suite which, during the previous week, had been 
tenanted by the Grande Duchesst* de N. M(*anwlnle 
the cause of the sensation - tla* (iiandmother was 
being borne aloft in her armchair. Iwery p(*rson whom 
she met she scanned wath an inquisitive eye, aft(*r fust 
of all interrogating me alx)ut him or her at the top of her 
v’’oice. She was stout of figure, and, thoiigii she could not 
leave her chair, one felt, the moment that on<‘ first Iook(*d 
at her, that she was also tall of stature. Vet her bark 
was ds straight as a board, and never did she lean baek 
in her seat. Also, her large grey head, with its keen, 
rugged features, remained always en‘c t as she glane<*d 
about her in an imperious, challenging sort of wav, with 
looks and gestures that clearly were uivstudied. I hough 
she had reached her seventy-sixth year, her face was still 
fresh, and her teeth had not decayed. Lastly, she was 
dressed, in a black silk gown and white molK:ap. 
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''She interests me tremendously," whispered Mr. 
Astley as, still smoking, he walked by my side. Mean- 
while I was reflecting that probably the old lady knew all 
about the telegrams, and even about De Griers, though 
little or nothing about Mile. Blanche. I said as much to 
Mr. Astley. 

But what a frail creature is man ! No sooner was my 
first surprise abated than I found myself rejoicing in the 
shock which we were about to administer to the General. 
So much did the thought inspire me that I marched 
ahead in the gayest of fashions. 

Our party was lodging on the third floor. Without 
knocking at the door, or in any way announcing our 
presence, I threw open the portals, and the Grandmother 
was borne through them in triumph. As though of set 
purpose, the whole party chanced at that moment to 
be assembled in the General's study. The time was 
eleven o’clock, and it seemed that an outing of some 
sort (at which a portion of the party were to drive in 
carriages, and others to ride on horseback, accompanied 
by one or two extraneous acquaintances) was being 
planned. The General was present, and also Polina, 
the children, the latter’s nurses, De Griers, Mile. Blanche 
(attired in a riding-habit), her mother, the young Prince, 
and a learned German whom I beheld for the first time. 
Into the midst of this assembly the lacqueys conveyed 
Madame in her chair, and set her down within three 
paces of the General! Good heavens! Never shall 1 
forget the spectacle which ensued! Just before our 
entry the General had been holding forth to the com- 
pany, with De Griers in support of him. I may also 
mention that, for the last two or three days, Mile. 
Blanche and De Griers had been making a great deal 
of the young Prince, under the ver>^ nose of the poor 
General. In short, the company, though decorous and 
conventional, was in a gay, familiar mood. But no 
sooner did the Grandmother appear than the General 
stopped dead in the middle of a word, and, with jaw 
dropping, stared hard at the old lady — his eyes almost 
starting out of his head, and his expression as spellbound 
as though he had just seen a basilisk. In return the 
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Grandmother stared at him silently and without mov- 
ing— though with a look of mingled challenge, triumph, 
and ridicule in her eyes. For ten seconds did the pair 
remain thus eyeing one another, amid the profound 
silence of the company ; and even De Griers sat petrified 
—an extraordinary look of uneasiness dawning on his 
face. As for Mile. Blanche, she too stared wildly at 
the Grandmother, with eyebrows raised and her lips 
parted; while the Prince and the Gennan savant 
contemplated the tableau in profound amazement. 
Only Polina looked anything but perplexed or sur- 
prised. Presently, however, she too turned as white as 
a sheet, and then reddened to her temples. Truly the 
Grandmother's arrival seemed to be a (atastroplu? for 
everybody! For my own part, I stood boking from 
the Grandmother to the company, and back ag;un, 
while Mr, Astley, as usual, remained in the background, 
and gazed calmly and decorously at tin* scene. 

Well, here I am — and instead of a telegram, too^ ” 
the Grandmother at last ejaculated, to dissipat(^ the 
silence. What? You were not expecting me? " 

“ Antonida Vassilievna! O my dearest motlier! 

But how on earth did you, did you ?'' The mutter- 

ings of the unhappy General died away. 

I verily believe that if the Grandmother had held her 
tongue a few seconds longer she would have had a 
stroke. 

" How on earth did I what? " she ex( laimed. " Why, 
I just got into the train and came here. What else? is 
the railway meant for? But you tlunight that I had 
turned up my toes and left my prope rty to the lot of 
you. Oh, I know all about the telegrams which you 
have been dispatching. They must Iiave cost you a 
prettv sum, 1 should think, for teh'grams arc ii(it sent 
from 'abroad for nothing. Well, I picked up my heels, 
and came here. Who is this Frt nrliman ? Monsieur 
de Griers, I suppose? " 

" Oui, madiime," assented De ( triers. " Lt, croyez, 
je suis si enchant^! Votre sante -vest un miracle de 
vous voir ici. Une surprise charmante! 

“Just so. 'Charmante!' I happen to know you 
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as a mountebank, and therefore trust you no more than 
this'' She indicated her little finger. And who is 
that?** she went on, turning towards Mile. Blanche. 
Evidently the Frenchwoman looked so becoming in 
her riding-habit, with her whip in her hand, that she 
had made an impression upon the old lady. “ Who 
is that woman there? '' 

" Mile, de Cominges/* I said. And this is her 
motlier, Madame de Cominges. They also are staying in 
the 1 10 tel. 

"Is the daughter married?*' asked the old lady, 
without the least semblance of ceremony. 

" Xo," I replied as respectfully as possible, but under 
my breath. 

"Is she good company? " 

I failed to understand the question. 

" I mean, is she or is she not a bore? Can she speak 
Russian? When this De Griers was in Moscow he soon 
learnt to make himself understood." 

1 explained to the old lady that Mile. Blanche had 
never visited Russia. 

" Bonjour, then," said Madame, with sudden 
brus(]uerie. 

" Bonjour, madame," replied Mile. Blanche with an 
elegant, ceremonious bow as, under cover of an un- 
wonted modesty, she endeavoured to express, both in 
face and figure, her extreme surprise at such strange 
behaviour on the part of the Grandmother. 

" How the woman sticks out her eyes at me! How 
she mows and minces I " was the Grandmother’s com- 
ment. Then she turned suddenly to the General, and 
continued: " I have taken up my abode here, so am 
going to be your next-door neighbour. Are you glad 
to hear that, or arc you not? " 

" My dear mother, believe me when I say that I am 
sincerely delighted," returned the General, who had 
now, to a certain extent, recovered his senses; and 
inasmuch as, when occasion arose, he could speak with 
Ihiency, gravity, and a certain effect, he set himself to 
be expansive in his remarks, and went on: " We have 
been so dismayed and upset by the news of your indis- 
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position! We had received such hopelc'^s telegrams 
about you! Then suddenly 

" Fibs, fibs! '' interrupted the Grandmother. 

“ How on earth, too, did you come to decide ujH)n 
the journey? continued the General, with raised voice 
as he huiried to overlook the old lady’s last remark. 
" Surely, at your age, and in your present state of 
health, the thing is so unexpected that our surprisi* is at 
least intelligible. However, I am glad to see vou (as 
indeed, are we all " — he said this with a dignified, vet 
conciliatory, smile), '* and will use my best endeavours 
to render your stay here as plejisant as possible.” 

” Enough! x\ll this is empty chatter. You are 
talking the usual nonsense. I sliall know quite well 
how to spend my time. How did I come to undertake 
the journey, you ask? Well, is tliere anything so very 
surprising about it? It was done quite simp!\’ What 
is every one going into ecstasies about '' - How do 
you do, Prascovia? What are yon doing liere? ” 

And how are jyow, Grandmotlier ? ” replied Polina, 
as she approached the old lady. ” WiTe you long on 
the journey? ” 

** The most sensible (piestion that I havt‘ yet Ix^en 
asked! Well, you shall hear for vours(‘It how it all 
happened. I lay and lay, and was doi tored and doc- 
tored; until at last I drove the physu lans from me. and 
called in an apothecary from Nnolai who had < ured 
an old woman of a malady similar to my own -curid 
her merely with a little haysee<l W«'ll, he did m*- a 
great deal of good, for on the third <lav I broke into a 
sweat, and was able to leave mv b» d 'Fhen my (b r- 
man doctors held another consultation. ])ut on their 
spectacles, and told me that if I would go abroad, ami 
take a course of the waters, the indisposition would 
finally pass away. ‘ Whv should it not '' ' 1 thought 
to myself. So I had things got ready, and on tlie 
following dav—a Friday- -set out for In n*. I or('u- 
pied a special compartment in the train, and wlnrre- 
ever I had to change I found at the station Ix-arers 
who were rea<ly to carry me for a few < op|x:rs. You 
have nice quarters here,” she went on its she glanced 
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around the room. But where on earth did you 
get the money for them, my good sir? I thought 
that everything of yours had been mortgaged? This 
Frenchman alone must be your creditor for a good deal. 
Oh, I know all about it, all about it.'* 

" I — I am surprised at you, my dearest mother," said 
the General in some confusion. "I — I am greatly 
surprised. But I do not need any extraneous control 
of my finances. Moreover, my expenses do not exceed 
my income, and we " 

"They do not exceed it? Fie! Why, you arc 
robbing your children of their last kopeck — you, their 
guardian! " 

" After this," said the General, completely taken 
aback, “ — after what you have just said, I do not know 
whether " 

" You do not know what ? By heavens, are you never 
going to drop that roulette of yours? Are you going to 
whistle all your property away? " 

This made such an impression upon the General that 
he almost choked with fury. 

" Roulette, indeed? I play roulette? Really, in 

view of my position Recollect what you are saying, 

my dearest mother. You must still be unwell." 

"Rubbish, rubbish!" she retorted. "The truth is 
that you cannot be got away from tliat roulette. You 
are simply telling lies. This very day I mean to go and 
see for myself what roulette is like. Prascovia, tell me 
what there is to be seen here; and do you, Alexis Ivano- 
vitch, show me everything; and do you, Potapitch, 
make me a list of excursions. What is there to be seen ? " 
again she inquired of Polina. 

" There is a ruined castle, and the Schlangenberg." 

" The Schlangenberg? What is it? A forest? " 

" No, a mountain on the summit of which there is a 
place fenced off. From it you can get a most beautiful 
view." 

" Could a chair be carried up that mountain of 
yours?" 

" Doubtless we could find bearers for the purpose," 
I interposed. 
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At this moment Theodosia, the nursemaid, approached 
the old lady with the General s children. 

“ No, I don:t want to see them,’* said the Grandmother. 

I hate kissing children, for their noses are always wet. 
How are you getting on, Theodosia ? ” 

“ I am very well, thank you, Mad;une,” replied the 
nursemaid. And how is your ladyship? We have 
been feeling so anxious about you! ” 

“ Yes, I know, you simple soul. — But who are those 
other guests? ” the old lady continued, turning again to 
Polina. “ For instance, who is that old rascal in the 
spectacles? ” 

Prince Nilski, Grandmamma," whisjX'n'd Polina. 

" Oh, a Russian? Why, I had no idea that he could 
understand me! Surely he did not hear what I said? 
As for Mr. Astley, I have seen him already, and I see 
that he is here again. How do you do? " she added to 
the gentleman in question. 

Mr. Astley bowed in silence 

" Have you nothing to say to me? " the old lady went 
on. "Say something, for goodness’ sake! Translate 
to him, Polina." 

Polina did so. 

" I have only to say," replied Mr. Astley gravely, but 
also with alacrity, " that I am indeed glad to see you in 
such good health." This was interj)re(ed to the (iraiul- 
mother, and she seemed much gratified. 

" How well English people know how to answer one! ’* 
she remarked. " That is why I like them much better 
than French. G^me here," she added to Mr. Astley. 
" I will try not to bore you too much. Polina, translate 
to him that I am staying in rooms on a lower floor. Yes, 
on a lower floor," she repeated to Aslh y, {xiiating down- 
wards with her finger. 

Astley looked pleased at receiving the invitation. 

Next the old lady scanned Polina from Iiead to foot 
with minute attention. 

" I could almost have liked you, Pmscovia," suddenly 
she remarked, " for you are a nice girl the best of the 
lot. You have some character al>out you. I too have 
character. Turn round. Surely that is not false hair 
that you are wearing ? " 
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" No, Grandmamma. It is my own." 

" Well, well. I do not like the stupid fashions of 
to-day. You are very good looking. I should have 
fallen in love with you if I had been a man. Why do 
you not get married? It is time now that I was going. 
I want to walk, yet I always have to ride. Are you still 
in a bad tenii>er? she added to the General. 

No, indeed," rejoined the now mollified General. 
" I quite understand that at your time of life " 

" Cette vicille est tomb^e en enfance," De Griers 
whispered to me. 

" But I want to look round a little," the old lady added 
to the General. " Will you lend me Alexis Ivanovitch 
for the purpose? " 

" As much as you like. But I myself — yes, and Polina 
and Monsieur de Griers too — we all of us hope to have 
the pleasure of escorting you." 

" Mais, madame, ccla sera un plaisir," De Griers 
commented with a bewitching smile. 

"‘Plaisir' indeed! Why, I look upon you as a 
perfect fool, monsieur." Then she remarked to the 
General: " I am not going to let you have any of my 
money. I must be off to my rooms now, to see what 
they are like. Afterwards we will look round a little. 
Lift me up." 

Again the Grandmotiier was borne aloft, and carried 
down the staircase amid a perfect bevy of followers — the 
General walking as though he had been hit over the head 
with a cudgel, and De Griers seeming to be plunged 
in thought. Endeavouring to be left behind. Mile. 
Blanche next thought better of it, and followed the rest, 
with, in her wake, the Prince. Only the German savant 
and Madame dc Cominges did not leave the General's 
apartments. 


X 

At spas — and, probably, all over Europe — hotel land- 
lords and managers are guided in their allotment of 
rooms to visitors, not so much by the wishes and 
reauirements of those visitors* as by their personal 
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estimate of the same. It may also be said that those 
landlords and managers seldom make a mistake. To the 
Grandmother, however, our landlord, for some reason 
or another, allotted such a sumptuous suite that he 
fairly overreached himself; for he assigned her a suitt' 
consisting of four magnificently appointed rooms, with 
bathroom, servants’ quarters, a separate room f{»r her 
maid, and so on. In fact, during the previous week the 
suite had been occupied by no less a personage thnn a 
Grand Duchess: which circumstance was duly explained 
to the new occupant, as an excuse for raising the price of 
these apartments. The Grandmother had hoi self c;u’ru‘d 
— or, rather, wheeled— -through each room in turn, in 
order that she might subject the whole to a close and 
attentive scrutiny, while the landlord— an elderly, bald- 
headed man — walked respectfully bv Ikt side. 

What every one took the (irandniother to be 1 do not 
know, but it appeared, at least, that she was accounted 
a person not only of great importanr(\ but also, and still 
more, of great wealth; and without d(*Iay they entered 
her in the hotel register as “ Madame hi gcncrale, 
princesse de Tarassiwatciicva," althougli slu* had never 
been a princess in lur life. Jh r ndmue, h(*r rest rved 
compartment in the train, her pili* of unneia ssarv trunks, 
portmanteaux, and strong-boxi s, all In Ijx-d to im tcmm? 
lier prestige; while her wheided t hair, lier sharj) tone 
and voice, her ecccmtric questions (put with an air of 
the most overbearing and iinl)ridl(‘<l iinperiousiK ss), 
her whole figun'- upright, nigged, an<i commanding as 
it was ('omplcted the goin r.d awo in which she was 
held. As she inspected her new alwuh* she orderni her 
chair to be stopjied at intervals in order that, with 
finger extended towards some artnle of furniture, slut 
might ply the respectfully smiling, yet s<‘(retlv appre- 
hensive, landlord with unexpected rpiestions. She 
addressed them to him in French, although her ])romin- 
ciationof the language was so bad tliat sometimes I had 
to translate them. io>r the most part, the landlord's 
answers were unsatisfai tory, and failed to please her; 
nor were the questions themselves of a practical nature^ 
but related, generally, to God know's what. 
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For instance, on one occasion she halted before a 
picture which, a poor copy of a well-known original, had 
a mythological subject. 

Of whom is this a portrait? she inquired. 

The landlord explained that it was probably that of a 
countess. 

** But how know you that? ” the old lady retorted. 

You live here, yet you cannot say for certain! And 
why is the picture there at all ? And why do its eyes look 
so crooked? “ 

lo all these questions the landlord could return no 
satisfactory reply, despite his floundering endeavours. 

'‘The blockhead!" exclaimed the Grandmother in 
Russian. 

Then she proceeded on her way — only to repeat the 
same story in front of a Saxon statuette which she had 
sighted from afar, and had commanded, for some reason 
or another, to be brought to her. Finally she inquired 
of the landlord what w’as the value of the carpet in her 
bedroom, as well as where the said carpet had been manu- 
factured; but the landlord could do no more than 
promise to make inquiries. 

“What donkeys these people arc! " she commented. 
Ne.xt, she turned her attention to the bed. 

“ What a huge counterpane! " she exclaimed. " Turn 
it back, please." The lacqueys did so. 

" Further yet, further yet," the old lady cried. " Turn 
it rv^ht back. Also, take off those pillows and bolsters, 
and lift up the feather bed." 

The bed was opened for her inspection. 

" Mercifully it contains no bugs," she remarked. 
" Pull off the whole thing, and then put on my own 
pillows and sheets. The place is too luxurious for an 
okl woman like myself. It is too large for any one 
person. Alexis Ivanovitch, come and see me wlKiiever 
you arc not teaching your pupils." 

" After to-morrow I shall no longer be in the General’s 
service," I replied, " but merely living in the hotel on 
mv own account." 

"Why so?" 

" Because, the other day, there arrived from Berlin 
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a German and his wife — persons of some importance; 
and it chanced that when taking a walk, I spoke to 
them in German without having properly compassed 
the Berlin accent." 

" Indeed? " 

"Yes: and this action on my part the Baron held to 
be an insult, and complained about it to the General, 
who yesterday dismissed me from liis employ." 

" But I suppose you must have tlireatened that 
precious Baron, or something of the kind? However, 
even if you did so, it was a matter of no morntmt." 

" No, I did not. The Baron was the aggressor by 
raising his stick at me." 

Upon that the Grandmother tunied sharply to the 
General. 

" What? You permitted yourself to treat your tutor 
thus, you nincompop, and to dismiss him from his post? 
You are a blockhead— an utter blockhead! I cm sec 
that clearly." 

" Do not alarm yourself, my dear mother," the 
General replied with a lofty air an air in which there 
was also a tinge of familiarity. " 1 arn quite capabli 
of managing my own affairs. Mon'over, Alexis Ivano- 
vitch has not given you a true account of tlu matter.’' 

" What did you do next? " Th<* old lady inquired 
of me. 

" I wanted to challenge the Baron to a diuT” I 
replied as modestly as {)os.sible, ‘ but tin* (baieral pro- 
tested against my doing so." 

" And why did you so protest? " sIk* inquinal of the 
General. Ihen she turned to the lan(ll(»rd. and ques- 
tioned him as to whether he would not have fought a 
duel, if challeng(!d. " hor," she add('d, " 1 tan see no 
difference between you and the Ban/ii; nor r.m 1 bear 
that German visage of yours." Upon tins tin* landlord 
bowed and departed, though ho rould not have under- 
stood the Grandmotlier’s coinphin* nt, 

" Pardon me, Madame," tin* (hn*ral continued with 
a sneer; " but are duels reallv feasible? " 

"Why not? All men .ire moving corks, and that 
is w'hy they quarrel. You, though. I perceive, are a 
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blockhead— a man who does not even know how to 
carry his breeding. Lift me up. Potapitch, see to it 
that you always have two bearers ready. Go and 
arrange for their hire. But we shall not require more 
than two, for I shall need only to be carried upstairs. 
On the level or in the street 1 can be wheeled along. Go 
and tell them that, and pay them in advance, so that 
they may show me some respect. You too, Potapitch, 
are always to come with me, and yew, Alexis Ivanovitch, 
are to ix)int out to me this Baron as we go along, in 
order that I may get a squint at the precious ‘ Von.* 
And where is that roulette played? " 

I explained to her that the game was carried on in the 
salons of the Casino; whereupon there ensued a string 
of questions as to wliether there were many such salons, 
whether many people played in them, whether those 
{)eoplc played a whole day at a time, and whether the 
game was managed according to fixed rules. At length 
1 thought it best to say that the most advisable course 
would be for her to go and sec it for herself, since a mere 
description of it would be a difficult matter. 

“ Tlien take me straight there,’* she said; and do 
you walk on in front of me, Alexis Ivanovitch.” 

” What, mother? Before you have so much as 
rested from your journey? ” the General inquired with 
some solicitude. Also, for some reason which I could 
not divine, he seemed to be growing nervous; and, 
indeed, the wliolc party was evincing signs of confusion, 
and exchanging glances witli one another. Probably 
they were thinking that it would be a ticklish- even 
an embarrassing — business to accompany the Grand- 
mother to the Casino, where, very likely, she would 
perpetrate further eccentricities, and in public too! 
Yet on their own initiative they had offered to escort 
h(T! 

“Why should I rest?” she retorted. am not 
tired, for I have been sitting still these past five days. 
Let us see what 3 ’our medicinal springs and waters are 
like, and where they are situated. What, too, about 
that, that — what did you call it, Prascovia? — oh, about 
that mountain top? *' 
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Yes, we are going to see it. Grandmamma.” 

” Very well. Is there anything else for me to see 
here? ” 

“Yes; quite a number of tilings,” Polina forced 
herself to say. 

“ Martha, you must come with me as well.” went on 
the old lady to her maid. 

” No, no, mother! ” ejaculated the General. ” Really 
she cannot come. They would not admit oven Pota- 
pitch to the Casino.” 

” Rubbish! Because she is my servant, is that a 
reason for turning her out? Wliy, she is only a human 
being like the rest of us; and as she has been travelling 
for a week she might like to look about her. With 
whom else could she go out but myst'lf? She would 
never dare to show her nose in tlu* street <ilune.” 

” But, mother ” 

“Are you ashamed to be st'cn with me? Stop at 
home, then, and you will be asked no questions. A 
pretty General you are. to be sure! I am a generars 
widow myself. But, after all, why should I drag the 
whole party with me? I uill go and see th»‘ sigljts with 
only Alexis Ivanovitch as my escort.” 

De Griers strongly insisted that nrry onr ought to 
accompany her. Indeed, he laimrlu d (nit into a perfect 
shower of charming phrases concerning the ph'asun’ of 
acting as her cicerone, and so forth. l‘A'ry on<' was 
touched with his words. 

” Mais elle est tombee on ( nf.ince/' In* added addc 
to the General. “ Seuh\ clh* fc*ra ties betises.” More 
than this I could not overhear, but he seemrd to have 
got some plan in his mind, or even to i>(‘ feeling a slight 
return of his hopes. 

The distance to the Casino was about h;ilf a vc r.st, 
and our route led us through the ( Iicstnut Avenue 
until we reached the square (lin ctlv fnmting the build- 
ing. The General, I could see, was a trifle; reassured 
by the fact that, though our progress w.is distinctly 
eccentric in its nature, it wa*'. at least, correct «and 
orderly. As a matter of fact, the spe c tacle of a person 
who is unable to walk is not anything to excite surpri.se 
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at a spa. Yet it was clear that the General had a great 
fear of the Casino itself: for why should a person who 
had lost the use of her limbs — more especially an old 
woman-— be going to rooms which were set apart only 
for roulette? On either side of the wheeled chair 
walked Polina and Mile. Blanche — the latter smiling, 
modestly jesting, and, in short, making herself so agree- 
able to the Grandmother that in the end the old lady 
relented towards her. On the other side of the chair 
Polina had to answer an endless flow of petty questions 
—such as ** Who was it passed just now? “ Who is 
that coming along? " " Is the town a large one? " 

“ Arc the public gardens extensive? ” What sort of 
trees arc those? " “ What is the name of those hills? ” 

“Do I see eagles flying yonder? “ “ What is that 

absurd-looking building? “ and so forth. Meanwhile 
Astley whispered to me, as he walked by my side, that 
he looked for much to happen that morning. Behind 
the old lady's chair marched Potapitch and Martha — 
Potapitch in his frockcoat and white waistcoat, with a 
cloak over all, and the forty-year-old and rosy, but 
slightly grey - headed, Martha in a mobcap, cotton 
dress, and squeaking shoes. Fre(]uently the old lady 
would twist herself round to converse with these ser- 
vants. As for De Griers, he spok(‘ as though he had 
made up his mind to do something (though it is also 
possible that he spoke in this manner merely in order to 
hearten the General, with whom he appeared to havt* 
held a conference). But, alas, the Grandn\other had 
uttered the fatal words, “ I am not going to give you 
any of my money; " and though De Griers might regard 
these words liglitly, the General knew his motluT better. 
Also, I noticed that De Griers and Mile. Blanche were 
still exchanging looks; while of the Prince and the 
German savcuit I lost sight at the end of the Avenue, 
where they had turned back and left us. 

Into the Casino wt‘ marched in triumph. At once, 
both in the person of the commissionaire and in the 
persons of the footmen, there sprang to life the same 
reverence as had arisen in tlu' lacqueys of the hotel. 
Yet it was not without some curiohitv that they eyed us. 
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Without loss of time the Grandmother gave orders that 
she should be wheeled through every room in tlie estab- 
lishment; of which apartments she praised a few. while 
to others she remained indifferent. Concerning every- 
thing, however, she asked questions. Mnallv we 
reached the gaming-salons, where a I.u'()iu‘v wlio was 
acting as guard over the doors flung them open as 
though he were a man pc^ssesst'd. 

The Grandmother’s entry into the ron!i‘tte-sah)n 
produced a profound impression ujnm tiu' public. 
Around the tables, and at tin* furtlua* end t>f the room, 
where the trente-et-quarante table was stt <nit, then^ 
may have been gathered from 150 to 200 gainbltTs. 
ranged in several rows. Those who liad sneen dt’d in 
pushing their way to the tables wen^ standing with their 
feet firmly planted, in order to avoid having to give up 
their places until they should have' finished their game 
(since merely to stand looking on — thus oiiUpNing a 
gambler's place for nothing— was not ]uu initltal) True, 
chairs were provided around the tables, but few plav< rs 
made use of them — more (‘spec ially if there was a large 
attendance of the gt'neral public, since to stand allowc'd 
of a closer tipproacli, and then-fore of greatc*r fac ihtic*s 
for calculation and staking. Behind the- fore-most row 
were herded a second anti a thin! row' t>f people* awaiting 
their turn; but sometim<*s thc-ii impatifiitf led thc-si’ 
people to stretch a hand through tiio first row. in oid< r 
to deposit their stake's. lvv(*n third n*w indnidu.ds 
would dart forward to stake- . whence- seldom did nion* 
than five or ten minutes pa^s witliout a s< c n«- o\(-r 
disputed money arising at one or anc»thci end of the 
table. On the other hand, the* jcoluc of tie* ( a* mo 
were an able body of nu'n ; and ihou;Ji to cscaix* the 
crusli w'as an impossibility. hc»wrv« 1 nnn h oie might 
wish it, the eight rroupuTS apj'ortioncd to c .0 h ta.bh* 
kept an eve upon the stakes. pcifoniiMl tie- necc-ssaiy 
reckoning, and derided dispute's a> they arose*. In the 
last resort tlu'V always r.ilh d m tl.< ( a-ino po]i< e. and 
the disputes would immc'diatc iv (“inc to an end. Pctlu e- 
men were stationed about the ( asmo m ordinary < c*s- 
tumc, and minglc*d with the* sj)^< tators so as to make 
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it impossible to recognise them. In particular they 
kept a look-out for pickpockets and swindlers, who 
simply swarmed in the roulette salons, and reaped a 
rich harvest. Indeed, in every direction money was 
being filched from pockets or purses — though, of course, 
if the attempt miscarried, a great uproar ensued. One 
had only to approach a roulette table, and begin to play, 
and then openly grab some one else's winnings, for a 
din to be raised, and the thief to start vociferating 
that the stake was his ; and if the coup had been 
carried out with sufficient skill, and the witnesses 
wavered at all in their testimony, the thief would as 
likely as not succeed in getting away with the money, 
provided that the sum was not a large one — not 
large enough to have attracted the attention of 
the croupiers or some fellow-player. Moreover, if 
it were a stake of insignificant size, its true owner 
would sometimes decline to continue the dispute, rather 
than become involved in a scandal. Conversely, if the 
thief was detected he was ignominiously expelled the 
building. 

Upon all this the Grandmother gazed with open- 
eyed curiosity; and, on some thieves happening to be 
turned out of the place, she was delighted. Trente- 
et-quarante interested her but little; she preferred 
roulette, with its ever-revolving wheel. At length 
she expressed a wish to view the gmie closer; where- 
upon in some mysterious manner the lacqueys and 
other officious agents (especially one or two ruined 
Poles of the kind who keep offering their services to 
successful gamblers and foreigners in general) at once 
found and cleared a space for the old lady among the 
crush, at the very centre of one of the tables, and next 
to the chief croupier; after which they wheeled her 
chair thither. Upon this a number of visitors whf 
were not playing, but only looking on (particularly some 
Englishmen with their families), pressed closer forward 
towards the table, in order to watch the old lady from 
among the ranks of the gamblers. Many a lorgnette I 
saw turned in her direction, and the croupiers' hopes rose 
high that such an eccentric piayer was about to provide 
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them with something out of the common. An old lady 
of seventy-five years who. though unable to walk, 
desired to play was not an everyday phenomenon. I 
too pressed forward towards the table, and ranged 
myself by the Grandmother's side; while Martha and 
Potapitch remained somewhere in the background 
among the crowd, and the General, Polina, iuid I)c 
Griers, with Mile. Blanche, also re^mained hidden :imong 
the spectators. 

At first the old lady did no more than watch the 
gamblers, and ply me, in a half whis[xu-, with .sharp- 
spoken questions as to who wa.s so-and-so. Kspecially 
did her favour light upon a very young num who w;is 
plunging heavily, and had won (so it was whisjH'rcd) 
as much as 40,000 francs, whii'h were lying before him 
on the table in a heap of gold and bank-notes. His 
eyes kept flashing, and his liands shaking; yci all the 
while he staked without any soit of (aleulat ion- -just 
what came to his hand, as he krpt winning .nul winning, 
and raking and raking in his g.uns. .Aiouinl him 
lacqueys fussed — placing chan's just behiml wlune he 
was standing, and dealing the sjxclatois fioin his 
vicinity, so that he should liave nioK' room, and not Ik* 
crowded — the wdiole done, of couino. in < tation of 
a generous largesse. I'rorn time to time other gamblei's 
woiiltl hand him pait of their winnings being glad to 
let him stake for them as mudi as his hand lonld grasp; 
while beside Jiim stood a Pole in a state of vi(d» nt, but re- 
spectful, agitation, who, also in exjH ctatiun of a geuemus 
laigesse, kept whis[)enng to him at intervals (piobably 
telling him what to stake, and a<l vising and dirixling 
his play). Yet never once dul the player throw him a 
glance as he staked and staked, and raktd in his win- 
nings. Evidently the ])layer in (pa st ion w.ls d(M(i to 
all besides. 

For a few minutes tlie (jran<lmotlier watdied Ihm. 

“Go and tell him," suddenly sh<* ext laimed with a 
nudge at my elbow, “ — go and it II him to stop, and to 
take his mt)ncy with Irim, and go home. Pr< s« ntly he 
will be losing- -yes, losing ev« rything that he has now 
won." She seemed almost bieathles.s with excitement. 
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Where is Potapitch? *’ she continued. Send Pota- 
pitch to speak to him. No; you must tell him, you 
must tell him/'— here she nudged me again— “ for I 
have not the least notion where Potapitch is. Sortez, 
sortcz/’ she shouted to the young man, until I leant over 
in her direction and whispered in her ear that no shout- 
ing was allowed, nor even loud speaking, since to do sr) 
disturbed the calculations of the players, and might 
lead to our being ejected. 

“ How provoking! " she retorted. " Then the young 
man is done for! I suppose he wishes to be ruined. 
Yet I could not bear to see him have to return it all. 
What a fool the fellow is! " — and the old lady turned 
sharply away. 

On the left, among the players at the other half of 
the table, a young lady was playing, with, beside her, 
a dwarf. Who the dwarf may have been — whetlier a 
relative or a person whom she took with her to act as 
a foil— I do not know; but I had noticed her there on 
previous occasions, since, every day, she entered the 
Casino at one o’clock precisely, and departed at two — 
thus playing for exactly one hour. Being well-known 
to the attendants, she always had a seat provided for 
her; and, taking some gold and a few thousimd-franc 
notes out of her pocket — would begin quietly, coldly, 
and after much calculation, to stake, and mark down 
the figures in pencil on a paper, as though striving to work 
out a system according to which, at given moments, the 
odds might group themselves. Always she staked large 
coins, and either lost or won one, two, or three thousand 
francs a day, but not more ; after which she would depart. 
The Grandmother took a long look at her. 

“ That woman is not losing," she said. " To whom 
does she belong? Do you know her? Who is she? " 

" She is, I believe, a Frenchwoman," I replied. 

" Ah! A bird of passage, evidently. Besides, I can 
see that she has her shoes polished. Now, explain to 
me the meaning of each round in the game, and the 
way in which one ought to stake." 

Upon this I set myself to explain the meaning of all 
the combinations — of " rouge et noir," of " pair et 
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impair,” of “ manque et passe,” with, lastly, the different 
values in the system of numbers. The Grimdinotln r 
listened attentively, took notes, put questions in vaiions 
forms, and laid the whole thing to heart. Indeed. sin< (‘ 
an example of each system of stakes kept constantly 
occurring, a great deal of information could he assimi- 
lated with ease and celerity. The Grandmotlita' was 
vastly pleased. 

“But what is zero?” she inquired. “Just now I 
heard the flaxen-haired croupier call out ‘ zero! * .And 
why does he keep raking in all the money that is on tlu* 
table? To think that he shouKl grab the whole pile foi 
himself! What does zero mean." “ 

“ Zero is what the bank takes for itself. If the 
wheel stops at that figure, everything Ivmg on tlu* table 
becomes the absolute property of th(‘ bank. Also, 
whenever the wheel has begun to turn, tli(' bank ee.ises 
to pay out anything.” 

“ Then I should receive nothing if I weie staking? ” 

“ No; unless by any chance you had purposely staked 
on zero; in which case you would receive thirty -five 
times the value of )our stake.” 

“ Why thirty-five times, when zero so often turns up? 
And if so, why do not more of these fools stake u[)on 
it?” 

“ Because the number of chances .igainst its oe( ur- 
rence is thirty-six.” 

“ Rubbish! Potapitch, Potapitch! ( nme here, and 
I will give you some money.” Tla* old lady todk out 
of her pocket a tightlv-clasp<*d puiM*, and extiart<d 
from its depths a ten-gulden |)ieee. ” (jo at once, .nid 
stake that upon zero.” 

“ But, Madame, zero has only this moment turned 
up,” I remonstrated; “ wherefore it may not do s(» 
again for (*ver so long. Wait a little, and you may tln n 
have a better chance.” 

“ Rubbish' Stake, please.” 

“ Pardon me, but zero might not turn up again until, 
say, to-night, even though y<ni had stak(<l thousands 
upon it. It often happens so." 

“Rubbish, rubbish! Who fears the wolf should 
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never enter the forest. What? We have lost? Then 
stake again/' 

A second ten-gulden piece did we lose, and then I 
put down a third. The Grandmother could scarcely 
remain seated in her chair, so intent was she upon the 
little ball as it leapt through the notches of the ever- 
revolving wheel. However, the third ten-gulden piece 
followed the first two. Upon this the Grandmother 
went perfectly crazy. She could no longer sit still, and 
actually struck the table with her fist when the croupier 
cried out, " Trente-six," instead of the desiderated zero. 

“ To listen to him! " fumed the old lady. “ When 
will that accursed zero ever turn up? I cannot breathe 
until I see it, I believe that that infernal croupier is 
purposely keeping it from turning up. Alexis Ivano- 
vitch, stake two golden pieces this time. The moment 
we cease to stake, that cursed zero will come turning up, 
and we shall get nothing." 

" My good Madame " 

" Stake, stake! It is not your money." 

Accordingly I staked two ten-gulden pieces. The 
ball went hopping round the wheel until it began to 
settle through the notches. Meanwhile the Grand- 
mother sat as though petrified, with my hand convul- 
sively clutched in hers. 

" Zero! " called the croupier. 

" There! You see, you see! " cried the old lady, as 
she turned and faced me, wreathed in smiles. " I told 
you sol It was the Lord God himself who suggested 
to me to stake those two coins. Now, how much ought 
I to receive? Why do they not pay it out to me? 
Potapitch! Martha! Wlien* are they? What has 
become of our party? Potapitch, Potapitch! " 

" Presently, Machune," I whispered. " Potapitch 
is outside, and they would decline to admit him to these 
rooms. See ! You are being paid out your money. Pray 
take it." The croupiers were making up a heavy packet 
of coins, seMed in blue paper, and containing fifty ten- 
gulden pieces, together with an unsealed packet con- 
taining another twenty. I handed the whole to the old 
lady in a money-shovel. 
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‘‘ Faites le jeu, messieurs! Faites le jou, messieurs! 
Rien ne va plus,” proclaimed the croupier as once more 
he invited the company to stake, and prepared to turn 
the wheel. 

“ We shall be too late! He is going to spin again! 
Stake, stake!” The Grandmother was in a perfect 
fever. ” Do not hang back! Be quick! ” She seemed 
almost beside herself, and nudged me as hard as she 
could. 

” Upon what shall I stake, Madame? ” 

“Upon zero, upon zero! Again u}X)n zero! Stake 
as much as ever you can. How much have we got? 
Seventy ten-gulden pieces? We shall not miss them, 
so stake twenty pieces at a time.” 

” Think a moment, Madmne. Sometimes zero dot^s 
not turn up for two hundred rounds in siu i'ession. I 
a^^sure you that you may lose ail your capital.” 

” You are wrong — utterly wrong. Stake, I tell you! 
What a chattering tongue you havid I know ixirfectly 
well what I am doing.” The old ladv was shaking with 
excitement. 

“ But the rules do not allow of more than 120 giildtui 
being staked upon zero at a time.” 

“How 'do not allow’? Suielv vou aie wrong? 
Monsieur, monsieur - — ” here she niidgerl the crou[)jcr 
who was sitting on her h ft, and preparing to spin — 
“ combicn zero ? Douze? l)ouz(‘? ” 

I hastened to translate. 

“ Oui, Madame,” was the croupiers jx)hte lejdy. 
“ No single stake must exceed four thousand florins. 
That is the regulation.” 

“ Then there is nothing eis(^ for it. \Vr must risk 120 
gulden.” 

“ Le jeu est fait! ” the croupier called. I he whe<‘l 
revolved, Jind stopped at thirty. We had lost! 

” Again, again, again! Stake again! ” shouted the old 
lady. Without attempting to op{>osr her further, but 
merely shrugging my shoulders. I placed twelve more 
ten-giilden pieces upon the table. 1 he whr<d whirled 
around and around, with tlir (kandmother simply 
quaking as she watched its revolutions. 
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Does she again think that zero is going to be the 
winning coup? " thought I as I stared at her in astonish- 
ment. Yet an absolute assurance of winning was 
shining on licr face; she looked perfectly convinced that 
zero was about to be called again. At length the ball 
dropped off into one of the notches. 

" Zero! " cried the croupier. 

" All! ! I " screamed the old lady as she turned to me 
in a whirl of triumph. 

I myself was at heart a gambler. At that moment I 
became acutely conscious both of that fact and of the 
fact that my hands and knees were shaking, and that 
the blood was beating in my brain. Of course this was 
a rare occasion — an occasion on which zero had turned 
up no less than three times within a dozen rounds; yet 
in such an event there was nothing so very surprising, 
seeing tliat, only three days ago, I myself had been a 
witness to zero turning up three times in succession, so 
that one of the players who was recording the coups on 
paper was moved to remark that for several days past 
zero had never turned up at all! 

With the Grandmother, as with any one who has won 
a very large sum, the management settled up with great 
attention and respect, since she was fortunate to have 
to receive no less than 4200 giildcn. Of these gulden 
the odd 200 were paid her in gold, and the remainder in 
bank notes. 

This time the old lady did not call for Potapitch ; for 
that she was too preoccupied. Though not outwardly 
shaken by the event (indeed, she seemed jx^rfectly calm) , 
she was trembling inwardly from head to foot. At 
length, complet(‘ly absorbed in the game, she burst 
out: 

“ Alexis Ivanovitch, did not the croupier just say that 
4000 florins were the most that could be staked at any 
one time? Well, take these 4000, and stake them upon 
the red." 

To opjX)se her was ust less. Once more the wheel 
revolved. 

" Rouge! " proclaimed the croupier. 

Again 4000 florins — in all 8000 ! 
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Give me them," commanded the Grandmother, 
“ and stake the other 4000 upon the red again." 

I did so. 

" Rouge! " proclaimed the croupier. 

“ Twelve thousand! " cried the old lady. " Hand me 
the whole lot. Put the gold into this purse here, and count 
the bank notes. Enough! Let us go home. Wlieel 
my chair away." 


XI 

The chair, with the old lady beaming in it. was wheeled 
away towards the doors at the further end of the sahui, 
while our party hastened to crowd around her, .uid to 
offer her their congratulations. In fact, eccentric ;is 
was her conduct, it was also oversliadowt'd by her 
triumph; with the result that the General no loiigiu* 
feared to be publicly compromised by being s<en 
with such a strange woman, but, smiling in a con- 
descending, cheerfully familiar way, as tliongh he wnv 
soothing a child, he offered his greetings to the old lady. 
At the same time, both he and the rest of the spiTlators 
were visibly impressed. l^verywluMe [X'oph* kept |X)int- 
ing to the Grandmother, and talking alx)nt her. Many 
people even walked beside her chair, in older to view her 
the better, while, at a little distance, Astlcy WiLS carrying 
on a conversation on the subject witli two iMiglish 
acquaintances of his. Dc Grids was simply overflowing 
with smiles and compliments, and a number <d fine 
ladies were staring at the (irandmothcr as though she 
had been something curums 

" Ouelle victoire’ " exclaimed I)e (iiiers. 

" Mais, Madame, cYdait du feu! " added Mile. Blanche 
with an elusive smile. 

" Yes, I have won twelve thousand florins," replied the 
old lady. " And then there is all this gold. With it the 
total ought to come to nearly thirtee n thousaru!. How 
much is that in Russian money? Six thousand roublc‘s, 
I think? " 

However, I calculated that the sum would exceed 
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seven thousand roubles — or, at the present rate of 
exchange, even eight thousand. 

Eight thousand roubles! What a splendid thing! 
And to think of you simpletons sitting there and doing 
nothing! Potapitch I Martha! See what I have won ! ” 

" How did you do it, Madame? ” Martha exclaimed 
ecstatically. Eight thousand roubles! 

" And I am going to give you fifty gulden apiece. 
There they arc/' 

Potapitch and Martha rushed towards her to kiss her 
hand. 

" And to each bearer also I will give a ten-giildcn piece. 
Let them have it out of the gold, Alexis Ivanovitch. 
But why is this footman bowing to me, and that other 
man as well? Arc they congratulating me? Well, let 
them have ten gulden apiece." 

" Madame la princesse — Un pauvre expat rie — Mal- 
heur continuel — Les princes nisses sont si g6n6reux!" 
said a man who for some time past had been hanging 
around the old lady’s chair — a personage who, dressed 
in a shabby frockcoat and coloured waistcoat, kept 
taking off his cap, and smiling pathetic.ally. 

" Give him ten giildcn," said the Grandmother. " No, 
give him twenty. Now, enough of that, or I shall never 
get done with you all. Take a moment's rest, and then 
carry me away. Prascovia, I mean to buy a new dress 
for you to-morrow. Yes. and for you too, Mile. Blanche, 
Please translate, Prascovia." 

" Merci, Madame," replied Mile. Blanche gratefully 
as she twisted her face into the mocking smile which 
usually she kept only for the benefit of De Griers and 
the (ieneral. The latter looked confused, and seemed 
greatly relieved when we readied the Avenue. 

" How surprised Theodosia too will be! " went on 
the Grandmother (thinking of the General’s nursemaid). 
" She, like yourselves, shall have the price of a new 
gown. Here, Alexis Ivanovitch! Give that beggar 
something" (a crooked - backed ragamuffin had ap- 
proached to stare at us). 

" But perhaps he is not a beggar — only a rascal." I 
replied. 
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“ Never mind, never mind. Give him a piilden." 

I approached the beggar in question, and handed iiim 
the coin. Looking at me in great astonishment, he 
silently accepted the gulden, while from his person there 
proceeded a strong smell of liquor. 

“ Have you never tried your luck, Alexis Ivanovitch? ” 

“ No, Madame.” 

" Yet just now I could see that you were burning to 
do so? ” 

“ I do mean to try my luck presenily." 

“ Then stake everything upon zero. You have seen 
how it ought to be done? How much cai>ital do you 
possess?” 

'* Two hundred gtilden, Madame.” 

“Not very much. Sec here; I will lend you 
hundred if you wish. Take this pursi' of mine." With 
that she added sharply to the General : "But you ikhcI 
not expect to receive any." 

This seemed to upset him, but he said nothing, and 
De Griers contented himself by scowling. 

** Que ditiblc! ” he wliispcrcd to tlu* (jcnonil. ( cst 
une terrible vieille/' 

“ Look ! Another beggar, another beggar ! rxcUumed 
the grandmother. Alexis Ivanoviteli. go and give 

him a gulden." 1111^ 

As she spoke I saw approaching us a gn yheadcu old 
man with a wooden leg- a man who w.is dressed m a 
blue frockcoat and carrying a staff, lb- looked like 
an old soldier. As soon as 1 tendered him the com he 
fell back a step or two, and cved me threateningly. 

“ Was ist der Teufel I " he cried, and api)ended thereto 


a round d()zen of oaths. i r' a 

" The man is a perfect fool! rxclainnd tlio Grand- 

mother, waving her hand. " Mnve on now, for I am 
simply famished. When we have lun< bed we will return 


to that place. ^ 

“ What ? " cried 1 . " You are going to jilav again ? 

" What else do vou supjxisc? " she retorted. " Are 
you going only to sit here, and grow sour, and let me 

'”*‘^Mad^e,” said De Griers confidentially. " Ics 
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chances peuvent toumer. Une seule mauvaise chance, 
et vous perdrez tout — surtout avec votre jeu. C'etait 
terrible! " 

Oui ; vous perdrez absolument/' put in Mile. Blanch<‘. 

What has that got to do with you ? ” retorted the 
old lady. " It is not your money that I am going to 
lose; it is my own. And where is that Mr. Astley of 
yours ? " she added to myself. 

He stayed behind in the Casino."' 

“ What a pity ! He is such a nice sort of man ! " 
Arriving home, and meeting the landlord on the stair- 
case, the (inmclmother called him to her side, and boastt d 
to him of her winnings — thereafter doing the same to 
Theodosia, and conferring upon her thirty gulden; after 
which she bid her serve luncheon. The meal over. 
Theodosia and Martha broke into a joint flood of ecstasy. 

I was watching you all the time, Madame," quavered 
Martha, " and I asked Potapitch what mistress was 
trying to do. And, my word! the heaps and heaps of 
money that were lying upon the table! Never in my 
life have I seen so much money. And there were gentle- 
folk around it, and other gentlefolk sitting down. So 1 
a.sked Potapitch where all these gentry had come from ; 
for, thought I, maybe the Holy Mother of God will help 
our mistress among them. Yes, I prayed for you. 
Madame, and my heart died within me, so tliat I kept 
trembling and trembling. The Lord be with her, I 
thought to myself; and in answer to my prayer He has 
now sent you what He has done ! Even yet I tremble — 
I tremble to think of it all." 

"Alexis I vanovitch, "said the old lady, after luncheon. 
— that is to say, about four o'clock — get ready to go 
out with me again. But in the meanwhile, good-bye. 
Do not forget to call a doctor, for I must take the waters. 
Now go and get rested a little." 

I left the (irandmother's presence in a state of be- 
wildennent. \'ainly I endeavoured to imagine what 
would become of our party, or what turn the affair would 
next take. I could perceive that none of the party had 
yet recovered their presence of mind — least of all the 
General. The factor of the Grandmother’s appearance 
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in place of the hourly expected telegram to announce her 
death (with, of course, resultant legacies) had so upset 
the whole scheme of intentions and projects that it was 
Nsitli a decided feeling of apprehension and growing 
paralysis that the conspirators newed any future ptT- 
formances of the old lady at roulette. Yet this second 
factor was not quite so important as the first, since, 
though the Grandmother had twice declared that she 
did not intend to give the General any money, that 
di-claration was not a complete ground for the abandon- 
ment of hope. Certainly De Griirs, who, with the 
General, was up to the neck in the affair, had not wholly 
lost courage; and I felt sure that MI1(‘. Blanche also~^ 
Mile. Blanche who was not only as deeply involv<ai as 
the other two, but also expectant of becoming Madame 
General and an important legatee — would not lightly 
surrender the position, but would use her eveiy resource 
of coquetry upon the old lady, in order to alford a con- 
trast to the impetuous Polina, who w;is difficult to under- 
stand, and lacked the art of pleasing. Yet now, wluai 
the Grandmother had just ptTfonned an astonishing feat 
at roulette; now, when the old lady's personality had 
been so clearly and typically revealed as that of a rugged, 
arrogant woman who was “tombee en enfanec now, 
when everything appeared to be lost, why. now the 
(irandmother was as merry as a cliild whirli plays with 
thistle-down. Good Lord! " 1 thouglit with, may (]<>d 
forgive me, a most malicious smile, “ every ten -gulden 
piece which the Grandmother staked must liave rais<*d 
a blister on the General's heart, and maddened De Griers, 
and driven Mile, de Comingis almost to fn^nzy with the 
sight of this spoon dangling before her lips." Another 
factor is the circumstance that c.wn wh(‘n, overjoyed at 
winning, the Grandmother was distributing alms right 
and left, and taking every one to be a b(*ggar, she again 
snapped out to the General that he was not going to l)c 
allowed any of her money: which meant that the old 
lady had quite made up her mind on the point, and was 
sure of it. Yes, danger lfK)mcd ahead. 

All these thoughts pass(‘d through my mind during 
the few moments that, having left the old lady's rooms, 
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I was ascending to my own room on the top storey. 
What most struck me was the fact that, though I had 
divined the chief, the stoutest, threads which united the 
various actors in the drama, I had, until now, been 
ignorant of the methods and secrets of the game. For 
Polina had never been completely open with me. 
Although, on occasions, it had happened that involun- 
tarily, as it were, she had revealed to me something of 
her heart, I had noticed that in most cases— in fact, 
nearly always — she had either laughed away these 
revelations, or grown confused, or purposely imparted 
to them a false guise. Yes, she must have concealed a 
great deal from me. But I had a presentiment that now 
the end of this strained and mysterious situation was 
approaching. Another stroke, and all would be finished 
and exposed. Of my own fortunes, interested though 
I was in the affair, I took no account. I was in the 
strange position of possessing but two hundred gulden, 
of being at a loose end, of lacking both a post, the means 
of subsistence, a shred of hope, and any plans for the 
future, yet of caring nothing for these things. Had 
not my mind been so full of Polina, I should have given 
myself up to the comical piquancy of the impending 
denouement, and laughed my fill at it. But the thought 
of Polina was torture to me. That her fate was settled 
I aln^ady had an inkling; yet that was not the thought 
whi('li was giving me so much uneasiness. What I 
really wished for was to penetrate her secrets. I 
wanted her to come to me and say, " I love vou; and 
if she would not so come, or if to hope that she would 
ever do so was an unthinkable absurdity— why, then 
there was nothing else for me to want. Even now I 
do not know what I am wanting. I feel like a man wdio 
lias lost his way. I yearn but to be in her presence, and 
within the circle of her light and splendour — to be there 
now, and for ever, and for the whole of my life. More I 
do not know. How can I ever bring myself to leave her? 

On reaching the third storey of the hotc 1 I experienced 
a shock. I was just passing the General’s suite when 
something caused me to look round. Out of a door 
about twenty paces away there was coming Polina! 
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She hesitated for a moment on seeing me, and then 
beckoned me to her. 

" Polina Alexandrovna! ” 

" Hush! Not so loud.” 

“Something startled me just now,” I whisjx'rod, 
"and I looked round, and saw you. Some electrical 
influence seems to emanate from your form.” 

" Take this letter.” she went on with a frown (prob- 
ably she had not even heard my words, she was so 
preoccupied), “ and hand it personally to Mr. Astley. 
Go as quickly as ever you can, ple.ise. No answer will 

be required. He himself ” Slie did not linish her 

sentence. 

“ To Mr. Astley? I asked, in some astonishment. 

But she had vanished again. 

Aha! So the two were ciirrying on a ( orres|Kmdence! 
However, I set off to search for Astley— lirst at his 
hotel, and then at the Ca'^ino, where I went the round 
of the salons in vain. At length, vexed, and almost in 
despair, I was on my way home wlu'n I ran atross him 
among a troop of English ladies and gentlemen who 
had been out for a ride. Beckoning to him to stop, 1 
handed him the letter. We had barely tinu* evm to 
look at one another, but I suspected that it was o( s<‘t 
purpose that he restarted his horse so quickly. 

Was jealousy, then, gnawing at me? At all evtuits, 

I felt exceedingly depressed, despite the fat t that I liad 
no desire to ascertain what the correspondence wms 
about. To think that ht should lx* Ikt i onfidant ! 

“ My friend, mine own familiar friend! " passed through 
my mind. Yet was there any love in the matter? '* Of 
course not,"' reason whispered to m(\ But r<‘asffn goes 
for little on such occ.isions. I felt that the matter must 
be cleared up, for it was becoming unpleasantly complex. 

I had scarcely set foot in thc‘ hotel wiien the commis- 
sionaire cand the landlord (the latter issuing from his 
room for the purpose) alike informed me that 1 was 
being searched for high and low- that three separate 
messages to ascertain my whereabouts had come down 
from the General. When I enteR*d his study I was 
feeling anything but kindly disposed. I found tliere 
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the General himself, De Griers, and Mile. Blanche, but 
not Mlle.'s mother, who was a person whom her reputed 
daughter used only for show purposes, since in all mat- 
ters of business the daughter fended for herself, and it 
is unlikely that the mother knew anything about them. 

Some very heated discussion was in progress, and 
meanwhile the door of the study was open — an unpre- 
cedented circumstance. As I approached the portals 
I could hear loud voices raised, for mingled with the 
pert, venomous accents of De Griers were Mile. Blanche's 
excited, impudently abusive tongue and the General’s 
plaintive wail as, apparently, he sought to justify liim- 
self in something. But on my appearance every one 
stopped speaking, and tried to put a better face upon 
matters. De Griers smoothed his hair, and twisted his 
angry face into a smile — into the mean, studiedly polite 
French smile which I so detested; while the downcast, 
perplexed General assumed an air of dignity — though 
only in a mechanical way. On the other hand. Mile. 
Blanche did not trouble to conceal the wrath that was 
sparkling in her countenance, but bent her gaze upon 
me with an air of impatient expectancy. I may remark 
that hitherto she had treated me with absolute super- 
ciliousness, and, so far from answering my salutations, 
had always ignored them. 

“ Alexis Ivanovitch,” began the General in a tone of 
affectionate upbraiding, may I say to you that I find 

it strange, exceedingly strange, that In short, your 

conduct towards myself and my family In a word, 

your — er — extremely " 

“ Eh! Ce n'est pas 9a," interrupted De Griers in 2 
tone of impatience and contempt (evidently he was tht 
ruling spirit of the conclave). Mon chor monsieur, 
notre g^n6ral se trompe. What he means to say is that 
he warns you — he begs of you most earnestly — not to 
ruin him. I use the expri'ssion because ” 

“Why? Why?” I interjected. 

“ Because you have taken upon yourself to act as 
guide to this, to this — how shall I express it? — to this 
old lady, h cette pauvre terrible vicille. But she will 
only gamble away all that she has — gamble it away like 
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thistledown. You yourself have seen her play. Once 
she has acquired the taste for gambling, she will never 
leave the roulette-table, but, of sheer perversity and 
temper, will stake her all, and lose it. In cases such as 
hers a gambler can never be tom away from the game; 
and then — and then 

" And then,*' asseverated the General, you will have 
ruined my whole family. I and my family are her 
heirs, for she has no nearer relativt^s than ourselves. 
I tell you frankly that my affairs art‘ in great— ver\' 
great disorder; how much they are so you vourself 
are partially aware. If she should lose a large sum, 
or, may be, her whole fortune, what will become of us 
—of my children” (here the General exchanged a 
glance with De Griers) “or of me^^ ” (here he looked 
it Mile. Blanche, who turned her head contemptuously 
away). ” Alexis lyanovitch, I beg of you to saye us.” 

Tell me, General, how am I to do so? On what 
footing do I stand here? ” 

” Refuse to take her about. Simply leave her alone.” 

” But she would soon find some one* else to tak(* mv 
place? " 

” Ce n*est pas (;a, ce n'est pas (,a,” again interrupted 
De Griers. ” Que diablc! Do not leave her cilonc 
so much as advise her, persuade her, draw her away. 
In any case do not let her gamble; find lur some 
counter-attraction." 

“And how am I to do that? If only you would 
undertake the task. Monsieur de (iii(*rs! ” 1 said 

this last as innocently as possible, hut at once saw a 
rapid glance of excited interrogation piLss from Mile. 
Blanche to De Griers, while in the face of the latter 
also there gleamed somtThing which he could not repress. 

” Well, at the piesent moment she would refuse to 
accept mv services,” said he witli a gesture. “ But 
if, later ” 

Here he gave Mile. Blanche another glance which 
was full of meaning; whereup<^)n she advanced towards 
me with a bew’itching smile, and seized and pressed 
my hands. Devil take it, but how that devilish visage 
of hers could change! At the present moment it was 
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a visage full of supplication, and as gentle in its expres- 
sion as that of a smiling, roguish infant. Stealthily 
slie drew me apart from the rest, as though the more 
completely to separate me from them; and though no 
harm came of her doing so — for it was merely a stupid 
manoeuvre, and no more — I found the situation very 
unpleasant. 

The General hastened to lend her his support. 

“ Alexis Ivanovitch," he began, “ pray pardon me 
for having said what I did just now — for having said 
more than I meant to do. I beg and beseech you, I 
kiss the hem of your garment, as our Russian saying 
has it, for you, and only you, can save us. I and Mile, 
de Cominges, we all of us beg of you But you under- 

stand, do you not? Surely you understand? '' and 
with his eyes he indicated Mile. Blanche. Truly he 
was cutting a pitiful figure! 

At this moment three low, respectful knocks sounded 
at the door; which, on being opened, revealed a chamber- 
maid, with Potapitch behind her — come from the Grand- 
mother to request that I should attend her in her 
rooms. ** She is in a bad humour," added Potapitch. 

The time was half-past three. 

" My mistress was unable to sleep," explained Pota- 
pitch; " so, after tossing about for a while, she suddenly 
rose, called for her chair, and sent me to look for you. 
She is now in the verandah." 

" Quelle m6gerc! " exclaimed De Griers. 

True enough, I found Madame in the hotel verandah 
— much put about at my delay, for sIic had been unable 
to contain herself until four o'clock. 

" Lift me up," she cried to the bearers, and once 
more we set out for the roulette-salons, 

XII 

The Grandmother was in an impatient, irritable frame 
of mind. Without doubt the roulette had turned her 
head, for she appeared to be indifferent to everything 
else, and, in general, seemed much distraught. For in- 
stance, she asked me no questions about objects cn route. 
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except that, when a sumptuous barouche passed us and 
raised a cloud of dust, she lifted her hand for a moment, 
and inquired, “ What was that? Yet even then she 
did not appear to hear my reply, although at times her 
abstraction was interrupted by sallies and fits of sliarp, 
impatient fidgeting. Again, when I pointed out to 
her the Baron and Baroness Burmergelni walking to the 
Casino, she merely looked at them in an absent-minded 
sort of way, and said with complete indifference, “ Ah! ” 
Then, turning sharply to Potapitch and Martha, who 
were walking behind us, she rapped out: 

“ Why have you attached yourselves to the party? 
We are not going to take you with us every time. Go 
home at once.” Then, when the servants had piilleil 
hasty bows and departed, she added to me: ” You are 
all the escort I need.” 

At the Casino the Grandmother seemed to b(* exjH‘ct<*d, 
for no time was lost in procuring her her fonn(*r place 
beside the croupier. It is my opinion that though 
croupiers seem such ordinary, humdrum olVnials - 
men who care nothing whether the bank wins or losc's - 
they are, in reality, anything but indifferent to the 
bank’s losing, and are given instructions to attract 
players, and to keep a watch over the bank’s interests; 
as also that for such services these ofiieials ;u’e awatded 
prizes and premiums. At all (‘vents, the crou})iers of 
Roulettenberg seemed to look u{x>n the (kamlmotlu^r 
as their lawful prey: whereafter there Ufell what 
our party had foretold. 

It happened thus. 

As soon as ever we arrived the Grandmother ordered 
me to stake twelve ten-gulden pieces in succession nj)on 
zero. Once, twice, ^md thrice I di<l so, yni zero ne‘v<!r 
turned up. 

"Stake again,” said the old ladv with an impatient 
nudge of my elbow, and I obeyed. 

” How many times have we lost? ” sIkj inquired — 
actually grinding her teeth in her excitement. 

** We have lost 144 ten-gulden pieces,” 1 replied. 
” I tell you, Madame, that zero may not turn up until 
nightfaU.” 
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'' Never mind/* she interrupted. “ Keep on staking 
upon zero, and also stake a thousand gulden upon rougt . 
Here is a bank-note with which to do so. 

The red turned up, but zero missed again, and we 
only got our thousand gulden back. 

“But you see, you see!'* whispered the old lady. 
“ We have now recovered almost all that we stalani. 
Try zero again. Let us do so another ten times, and 
then leave off.*’ 

By the fifth round, however, the Grandmother was 
weary of the scheme. 

“To the devil with that zero!** she exclaimed. 
“ Stake four thousand gulden upon the red.’’ 

“ But, Madame, that will be so much to venture! ' 
I remonstrated. “ Suppose the red should not turn up?" 
Tlie Grandmother almost struck me in her excitement. 
Her agitation was rapidly making her quarrelsome. 
Consequently, there was nothing for it but to 
stake the whole four thousand gulden as she had 
directed. 

The wheel revolved while the Grandmother sat as 
bolt upright, and with as proud and quiet a mien, as 
though she had not the least doubt of winning. 

“ Zero! ** cried the croupier. 

At first the old lady failed to understand the situaticm ; 
but as soon as she saw the croupier raking in her four 
thousand gulden, together with everything else that 
happened to be lying on the table, and recognised that 
the zero which had been so long turning up, and on 
which we had lost nearly two hundred ton-gulden pieces, 
had at length, as though of set pur|X)se, made a sudden 
reappearance — why, the poor old lady fell to cursing it. 
iuicl to throwing herself about, and wailing and gesticu- 
lating at the company at large. Indeed, some people in 
our vicinity actually burst out laughing. 

“ To think that tliat accursed zero should have turned 
up now ! *' she sobbed. “ The accursed, accursed thing ! 
And it is ;ill your fault,'* she added, rounding upon me 
in a frenzy. “ It was you who persuaded me to cease 
stjiking upon it.“ 

“ But. Madame, I only exolained the game to you. 
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How am. I to answer for every mischance which m;u’ 
occur in it? 

You and your mischances! ” she whispered threat t*ii 
ingly. ''Go! Away at once!*' 

“ Farewell, then, Madame." And I turned to depart. 

“ No; stay," she put in hastily. " Where are you 
going to? Why should you leave me? You fool! 
No, no; stay here. It is / who was the fool. Tell me 
what I ought to do." 

" I cannot take it upon myself to advise you. for you 
will only blame me if I do so. Play at yc ur own disendion. 
Say exactly what you wish staked, and 1 will stake it.” 

“ Very well. Stake another lour thousand giilden 
upon the red. Take this banknote to do it with. I 
have still got twenty thousand roubles in actual ( ash." 

" But." I whispered. " such a quantity of monev " 

" Never mind. I cannot rest until I have won ba> k 
my losses. Stake! " 

I staked, and we lost. 

"Stake again, stake again — eight thousand at a 
stroke! " 

" I cannot, Madrune. The largest stake allowed is 
four thousand gulden." 

" Well, then; stake four thousand." 

This time we won, and the Cir.indinotlnT recoven^d 
herself a little. 

"You see, you seel " she t-xclairned jls she nudged 
me. " Stake another four thousand." 

I did so, and lost. Again, and va t again, w(» lost 

" Madame, your twelve thousand giilden are now 
gone," at length I reported. 

" I see they arc," she replied with, as it were, the calm- 
ness of despair. " I see they are," she muttered again 
as she gazed straight in front of her, like a person lost in 
thought, " Ah well, I do not nu an fo rest until I have 
staked another four thousand." 

" But you have no money with which to do it, Madame. 
In this satchel I can sec onlv a few five per a nt. bonds 
and some transfers — no actual cash." 

" And in the purse? " 

" A mere trifle." 
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But there is a money-changer's office here, is there 
not ? They told me I should be able to get any sort of 
paper security changed? " 

“ Quite so; to any amount you please. But you will 
lose on the transaction what would frighten even a Jew.” 

“ Rubbish! I am determined to retrieve my losses. 
Take me away, and call those fools of bearers." 

I wheeled the chair out of the throng, and, the bearers 
making their appearance, we left the Casino. 

"Hurry, hurry!” commanded the Grandmother. 
" Show me the nearest way to the money-changer's. 
Is it far? " 

" A couple of steps, Madame." 

At the turning from the square into the Avenue we 
came face to face with the whole of our party — the 
General, De Griers, Mile. Blanche, and her mother. 
Only Polina and Mr. Astley were absent. 

"Well, well, well!" exclaimed the Grandmother. 
" But we have no time to stop. What do you want? 
I can't talk to you here." 

I dropped behind a little, and immediately was pounced 
upon by De Griers. 

" She has lost this morning's winnings," I whispered, 
“ and also twelve thousand gulden of her original money. 
At the present moment we are going to get some bonds 
changed." 

De Griers stamped his foot with vexation, and hastened 
to communicate tlie tidings to the General. Meanwhilt' 
we continued to wheel the old lady along. 

" Stop her, stop her," whispered the General in 
consternation. 

" You had better try and stop her yourself," I 
returned — also in a whisper. 

" My good mother," he said as he approached her. 

— my good mother, pray let, k't — "(his voice was begin- 
ning to tremble and sink) " — let us hire a carriage, and 
go for a drive. Near here there is an enchanting view 
to be obtained. W'e— we — we were just coming to 
invite you to go and see it." 

" Begone with you and your views! " said the Grand- 
mother angrily as she waved him away. 
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** And there are trees there, and we could have tea 
under them,** continued the General — now in utter 
despair. 

“ Nous boirons du lait, sur I'herbe Iraiche/’ added 1> 
Griers with the snarl ahnost of a wild beast. 

" Du lait, de Therbe fraiche **>-the idyll, the ideal of 
Ihe Parisian bourgeois— his whole outlook upon “ la 
nature et la verit6 ’*! 

Have done with you and your milk! cried the old 
lady. “ Go and stuff yowrsc// iis much as vou like, but 
my stomach simply recoils from the idea. WJiat are you 
stopping for? I have nothing to say to you." 

" Here we are, Madame," I announced. " Here is the 
aioney-changer’s office." 

I entered to get the securities changed, while the 
Grandmother remained outside in the |)orch. and the rest 
waited at a little distance, in doubt as to their tx'st 
course of action. At length the old ladv turnid Mich 
an angry stare upon tliem that they depart (d along the 
road towards the Casino. 

The process of changing involved complicated cab 
dilations which soon necessitated my return to the 
Grandmother for instructions. 

*' The thieves! *' she e.xolaimed as she claj)|>td Ikt 
hands together. " Never mind, thougli. the 

documents cashed. — No; send the b.mkii out to me," 
she added as an afterthought. 

" Would one of the clerks do, Mad.uiK*? ** 

" Yes, one of the clerks. The thirvcs! " 

The clerk consented to come out wIm ii he perceived 
that he was being asked for by an old lady who was too 
infirm to walk; after whicJi the (jrandmother Ixg.in to 
upbraid him at length, and with great veheineie e, for 
his alleged usuriousness, and to bargain with him in a 
mixture of Russian, French, and (nTman - I acting as 
interpreter. Meanwhile the grave-faced fifficial <*v<‘d us 
berth, and silently nodded his head. At th<; (grand- 
mother, in particular, he ga 2 X'd with a curio>ily which 
almost bordered upon rudeness. At length, too, he 
smiled. 

" Pray recollect yourself f " cried the old lady. " And 
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may my money choke youl Alexis Ivanovitch, tell 
him that we can easily repair to some one else." 

" The clerk says that others will give you even less 
than he." 

Of what the ultimate calculations consisted I do not 
exactly remember, but at all events they were ala^min^,^ 
Receiving twelve thousand florins in gold, I took also the 
statement of accounts, and carried it out to the Grand- 
mother. 

'' Well, well," she said, " I am no accountant. Let us 
hurry away, hurry away." And she waved the papiT 
aside. 

" Neither upon that accursed zero, however, nor upon 
that equally accursed red do I mean to stake a cent," 
I muttered to myself as I entered the Casino. 

This time I did all I could to persuade the old lady to 
stake as little as possible — saying that a turn would 
come in the chances when she would be at liberty to 
stake more. But she was so impatient that, though at 
first she agreed to do as I suggested, nothing could stop 
her when once she had begun. By way of prelude she won 
stakes of a hundred and two hundred gulden. 

" There you are! " she said as she nudged me. " See 
what we have won I Surely it would be worth our while 
to stake four thousand instead of a hundred, for we 

might win another four thousand, and then ! Oh, it 

wasyowr fault before — all your fault." 

I felt greatly put out as I watched her play, but 1 
decided to hold my tongue, and to give her no more 
advice. 

Suddenly De Griers appeared on the scene. It 
seemed that all this while he and his companions had 
been standing beside us — though I noticed that Mile. 
Blanche had withdrawn a little from the rest, and was 
engaged in flirting with the Prince. Clearly the General 
was greatly put out at this. Indeed, he was in a perfect 
agony of vexation. But Mile, was careful never to look 
his way, though he did his best to attract her notice. 
Poor General ! By turns his face blanched and reddened, 
and he was trembling to such an extent that he could 
scarcely follow the old lady's play. At length Mile, and 
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the Prince took their departure, and the General followed 
them. 

“ Madame, Madame," sounded the honeyed accents 
of De Griers as he leant over to whisper in the Gnuid> 
mother’s ear. " That stake will never win. No, no, 
it is impossible," he added in Russian with a writhe! 
“ No, no! " 

“But why not?" asked the Grandmother. turnim» 
round. " Show me what I ought to do.” ^ 

Instantly De Griers burst into a babble of Freiu h as 
he advised, jumped about, declared that siu h and such 
chances ought to be waited for, and started to make 
calculations of figures. All this he addressed to me in 
my capacity as translator — tapping the table the while 
with his finger, and pointing hither and thitluT. At 
length he seized a pencil, and began to reckon sums on 
paper until he had exhaust(‘d theGrandmother’s patience. 

“Away with you!" she interrupted. “You talk 
sheer nonsense, for, though you keep on saying ' Madanu^. 
Madame,’ you haven't the least notion what ought to 
be done. Away with you, I say! “ 

“ Mais, Madame," cooed De (iriers and straightway 
started afresh with liis fussy instructions. 

“ Stake just once as he advis<‘s." the Grandmother 
>aid to me, “ and tlien w'c sluill see what wc* shall so<\ 
Of course, his stake mig/U win." 

As a matter of fact, De Grier's one objtM t w,ls to dis- 
tract the old lady from staking largi* sums; wherefore 
he now suggested to her that she should stak(‘ ujxni 
certain numbers, singly and in groups, ( onserjuently, 
in accordance w ith his instructions I staked a t< n gulden 
piece upon several odd numbers in the first twenty, and 
five ten-gulden pieces upon certain grou])s of numi)ers — 
groups of from Uvelve to eighteen, and from eighteen to 
twenty-four. The total staked amounted to i(;o gulden. 

The wheel revolved. “ Zero! " cried the croupier. 

Wc had lost it all ! 

" The fool! " cried the old lady as she turned ujK)n De 
Griers. “ You infernal Frenchman, to think that you 
should advise! Away with you! Though you fuss and 
fuss, you don't even know’ what you're talking about." 
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Deeply offended, De Griers shrugged his shoulders, 
favoured the Grandmother with a look of contempt, and 
departed. For some time past he had been feeling 
ashamed of being seen in such company, and this had 
proved the last straw. 

An hour later we had lost everything in hand. 

“ Home! cried the Grandmother. 

Not until we had turned into the Avenue did she utter 
a word ; but from that point onwards, until we arrived 
at the hotel, she kept venting exclamations of “ What 
a fool 1 am ! What a silly old fool I am, to be sure ! 

Arrived at the hotel, she called for tea, and then gave 
orders for her luggage to be packed. 

“ We are off again," she announced. 

" But whither, Madame? " inquired Martha. 

"What business is that of yours? Let the cricket 
stick to its hearth.^ Potapitch, have ever3rthing 
packed, for we are returning to Moscow at once. I 
have fooled away fifteen thousand roubles." 

" Fifteen thousand roubles, good mistress? My 
God! " And Potapitch spat upon his hands — probably 
to show that he was ready to serve her in any way he 
could. 

" Now then, you fool! At once you begin with your 
weeping and wailing! Be quiet, and pack. Also, run 
downstairs, and get my hotel bill." 

" The next train leaves at 9.30, Madame," I inter- 
posed, with a view to checking her agitation. 

" And what is the time now? " 

" Half-past eight." 

" How vexing ! But never mind. Alexis Ivano- 
vitch, I have not a kopeck left ; I have but these two bank 
notes. Please run to the office and get them changed. 
Otherwise I shall have nothing to travel with." 

Departing on her errand, I returned half an hour later 
to find the whole party gathered in her rooms. It 
appeared that the news of her impending departure for 
Moscow had thrown the conspirators into consternation 
even greater than her losses had done. For, said they, 
even if her departure should save her fortune, what will 
> The Russian form of ** Mind your own bustnees.** 
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become of the General later? And who is to repay De 
Griers? Clearly Mile. Blanche would never consent to 
wait until the Grandmother was dead, but would at 
once elope with the Prince or some one else. So tliey 
had all gathered together — endeavouring to calm and 
dissuade the Grandmother. Only Polina was absent. 
For her part the Grandmother had nothing for the party 
but abuse. 

Away with you, you rascals!” she was shouting. 
“What have my affairs to do with you? Why, in 
particular, do you** — here she indicated De Griers — 
“come sneaking here with your goat’s beard? And 
what do you ** — here she turned to Mile. Blanciie-— 
“ want of me? What are yoi4 finicking for? ” 

” Diantre! ” muttered Mile, under her breath, but her 
eyes were flashing. Then all at onci* she burst into 
a laugh, and left the room- crying to th(' Gt‘iuTal as 
she did so: ” Elle vivra cent ans! ” 

” So you have been counting upon my death, have 
you? ” fumed the old lady. ” Away with you! ( leaf 
them out of the room, Alexis Ivanovitth. Wliat 
business is it of theirs? It is not their moiu'v that 1 
have been squandering, but my own.” 

The General shrugged his shoulders, bowed, and with- 
drew, with De Griers behind him. 

” Call Prascovia,” commanded the (irandinotlu r, and 
in five minutes Martha reappeared with rohn-a, who had 
been sitting with the children in her (»\\n room (having 
purposely determined not to leave it that flay). Her 
face looked grave and careworn. 

” Prascovia,” began the Grandmother, ” is what 1 
have just heard through a sid<‘ wind true- namely, that 
this fool of a stepfather of yours is going to marry that 
silly whirligig of a Frenchwoman — that actnss, or 
something worse? Tell me, is it true? ” 

” I do not know for certain, (irandmanima,” replied 
Polina; “but from Mile. Blanche’s account (for she 
does not appear to think it nccessiiry to rone eal anything) 
I conclude that ” 

” You need not say any more,” interrupted the Cirand- 
mother energetically. ” I understand the situation. I 
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always thought we should get something like this from 
him, for I always looked upon him as a futile, frivolous 
fellow who gave himself unconscionable airs on 
the fact of his being a general (though he only becaim- 
one because he retired as a colonel). Yes, I know all 
about the sending of the telegrams to inquire whether 
‘ the old woman is likely to turn up her toes soon.’ Ah 
they were looking for the legacies ! Without money that 
wretched woman (what is her name?— Oh, De Cominges) 
would never dream of accepting the General and his 
false teeth— no, not even for him to be her lacquey— 
since she herself, they say, possesses a pile of money, and 
lends it on interest, and makes a good thing out of it. 
However, it is not you, Prascovia, that I am blaming: 
it was not you who sent those telegrams. Nor, for 
that matter, do I wish to recall old scores. True, 1 
know that you are a vi.xen by nature — that you are a 
wasp which will sting one if one touches it; yet my 
lieart is sore for you, for I loved your mother, Katerina. 
Now, will you leave everything here, and come away 
with me Otherwise I do not know what is to become 
of you, and it is not right that you should continue 
living with these people. Nay,” she interposed, the 
moment that Polina attempted to speak, " I have not 
yet finished. I ask of you nothing in return. My house 
in Moscow is, as you know, large enough for a "palace, 
and you could occupy a whole lloor of it if you liked, 
and keep awa\- from me for weeks together. Will you 
come with me, or will you not ? ” 

First of all, let me ask of you," replied Polina, 
” whether you arc intending to depart at once? ” 

"What? You suppose me to be jesting? I have 
said that I am going, and I am going. To-day I have 
squandered fifteen thousand roubles at that accursed 
roulette of yours, and though, five years ago, I promised 
the people of a certain suburb of Moscow to build them a 
stone church in place of a wooden one, I have been 
fooling away my money here! However, I am going 
back now to build my cliurch.” 

" But what about the waters. Grandmamma? Surely 
you came here to take the waters? ” 
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" You and your waters ! Do not anger me, Ti .kcovi 1 
Surely you are trying to? Say, then: will you, or \m! 1 
you not, come with me? ” 

“ Grandmamma/* Polina replied with deep feeling 
- I ;un very, very grateful to you for the shelter which 
you have so kindly offered me. Also, to a certain 
extent you have guessed my position aright, and I ,un 
beholden to you to such an extent that it may be that 
I will come and live with you, and that very soon; wi 
there are important reasons why- whv 1 Ciuinot iiiakr 
up iny mind just yet. If you would let me have, sav, 
a couple of weeks to decide in " " 

“ You mean tli.it you are not coming.'' " 

“ I mean only that I cannot come just yet. At all 
events, I could not well leave' my litth* brother and 
sister here, since — since — if I wen* to leavi' thrm, tin y 
would be abandoned altogether. But if. (irandni.iinma. 
you would take the little ones and inysell. then, of (uuim*, 
I could come with you, and would do all 1 could t«) sei\r 
you" (this she said with great eainrstness). "Only, 
without the little ones I cannot come." 

" Do not make a fuss " (as a matter of fart, I’olma 
never at any time either fussed or wa pt). " Hie (inait 
hostor-Father ^ can find for all his ( lin ks a j^l.iee. You 
are not coming without tlu? childien.^ But sre Ikuc. 
Prascovia. I wish you wrll, and nothing but well, 
vet I have divined the re.isou w'hy \ou will not • omr. 
Yes, I know all, Prascovi.i. That I'n nehman will ne\’ri 
Ining you good of anv sort." 

Polina coloured hotiv. aii<i < \.n 1 '^t-uled " b'or," 
thought I to myself, " evrr\' (un* s(*em'^ to kiunv .ibout 
that affair. Or pin haps I am tlie only one who does 
not know about it? 

Now, now'! Do not fiowri. ' (ontimnrl the Grand- 
mother. " But 1 do not intend to slui things over. 
You will take care th.it no haini l>efali> yon, will y(;u 
not? For you are a girl of sense, .md I am sorry for 
you- -I regard ^-ou m a different ligiit to tin- lest of 
them. And nowy j)I(‘iise, lea\'e nu*. Good-bye*." 


‘ Translated liter.iliy — l Poulter' r. 
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“ But let me stay with you a little longer," said 
Polina. 

No," replied the other; " you need not. Do not 
bother me, for you and all of them have tired me out." 

Yet when Polina tried to kiss the Grandmother's 
hand, the old lady withdrew it, and herself kissed the 
girl on the cheek. As she passed me, Polina gave me 
a momentary glance, and then as swiftly averted her 
eyes. 

" And good-bye to you, also, Alexis Ivanovitch. The 
train starts in an hour's time, and I think that you must 
be weary of me. Take these five hundred g^den for 
yourself." 

" I thank you humbly, Madame, but I am ashamed 
to " 

“Come, come!" cried the Grandmother so energeti- 
cally, and with such an air of menace, that I did not dare 
refuse the money further. 

"If, when in Moscow, you have no place where you 
can lay your head," she added, “ come and see me, and 
I will give you a recommendation. Now, Potapitch, 
get things ready." 

I ascended to my room, and lay down upon the bed. 
A whole hour I must have lain thus, with my head 
resting upon my hand. So the crisis had come! I 
needed time for its consideration. To-morrow I would 
have a talk with Polina. Ah! The Frenchman! So 
it was true ? But how could it be so ? Polina and De 
Griers! What a combination! 

No, it was too improbable. Suddenly I leapt up 
with the idea of seeking Astley and forcing him to speak. 
There could be no doubt that he knew more than 
I did. Astley? Well, he was another problem for me 
to solve. 

Suddenly there came a knock at the door, and I 
opened it to find Potapitch awaiting me. 

" Sir," he said, " my mistress is asking for you." 

" Indeed ? But she is just departing, is she not ? The 
train leaves in ten minutes’ time." 

" She is uneasy, sir; she cannot rest. Come quickly, 
sir; do not delay." 
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I rsA do wtist dirs at once. Xhe Grandmother was 
just being carried out of her rooms into the corridor. 
In her hands she held a roll of bank-notes. 

Alexis Ivanovitch,'* she cried, “ walk on ahead, and 
we will set out again.*' 

“ But whither, Madame? " 

" I cannot rest until I have retrieved my losses. 
March on ahead, and ask me no questions. Play con- 
tinues until midnight, does it not? " 

For a moment I stood stujx'fied — stood deep in 
thought; but it was not long before I had maiie up my 
mind. 

“ With your leave, Madame," I said, " I will not go 
with you." 

"And why not? What do you mean? Is nterv 
one here a stupid-good-for-nothing? " 

" Pardon me, but I have nothing to reproach myself 
with. I merely will not go. I merely intend neither 
to witness nor to join in your play. I also Ix'g to return 
you your five hundred gulden, h'arewell." 

^ Laying the money upon a little tahh* which the 
Grandmother's chair happenc'd to b(' passing. I lx)wed 
and withdrew. 

"What folly! " the Grandmother '>houtrd after me. 
" Very well, then. Do not (oine, an<l 1 will find mv 
way alone. Potapitc h, you must come with me. Lift 
up the chair, and carry me along." 

I failed to find Mr. Astley, and leturncd home. It 
was now growing late — it was past midnight, but I sub- 
sequently learnt from Potapit< li how the (irandrnother s 
day had ended. She had lost all the namey whirh, 
earlier in the day, I had got for her pa|x*r seeuntif‘s — 
a sum amounting to alxmt ten thousand roubh^s. Tliis 
she did under the direetion of the Pole whom, that 
afternoon, she had dowered with two ten-gulden pim^s. 
But before his arrival on tlie srme she had eommamled 
Potapitch to stake for her; until at lengtli she had tol<l 
him also to go about his business. I’pon that the 
Pole had leapt into the breach. Not only did it happen 
that he knew the Russian language, but als<i he cotild 
speak a mixture of three different dialects, so tliat the 
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pair were able to understand one another. Yet the 
old lady never ceased to abuse him, despite his deferen- 
tial manner, and to compare him unfavourably with 
myself (so, at all events, Potapitch declared). Ynu," 
the old chamberlain said to me, treated her as a gentle- 
man should, but Ik; — he robbed her right and left, a^ I 
e(niM M-e with my own eyes. Twice she caught him 
at it, arifl rated him soundly. On one occasion she 
even pulled his hair, so that the bystanders burst out 
laughing. Yet she lost everything, sir — that is to sa\\ 
she lost all that you had clianged for her. Then wc 
brought her liome, and, aftcT asking for some water and 
sa}ing her puMytTs, she went to bed. So worn out was 
she that she fell asleep at once. May God send her 
dicarns of angels! And this is all that foreign travel 
lias done for us! Oh, mv own Moscow! Tor what 
have wt' not at honu* there, in Moscow? Such a ganUai 
and now<'r.s as you could never s(‘e here, and fresh an 
.iiid aj)ple-trees coming into blossom, and a beautiful 
view to look upon. Ah, but what must she do but go 
travelling abroad? Alack, alackl" 


.XlII 

Almost a month has pass(‘d since I last touched tlu'sc 
not(‘S- -notes whicli I l)egan und- r tlu' inlluence of im 
pH'Ssitin^ at once poignant and disordc'n'd. The c rwi'- 
whi(di 1 tlum felt to be apjirotichmg has now arrived, 
but in a form a hundred times more ('.^tiaisive and 
une.\p(a:ted than I had h)ok('d for. To nu* it all ^<*eins 
strangi', uncouth, and tragic . ('ert.iin occurnmees have* 
befallen me wliicdi border u};on the marvc'llous. At all 
events, that is how I view tluan. I view iIktu so in one* 
regard at least. I rehm to the whirlpool of e\ s nts m 
which, at thc‘ time, I was revolving. }3ut the most 
curious fcMture of all is m\' relation to those' c'veiits, for 
hitherto 1 had never clearlv undc'rslood myself. Yet 
now the .u tual crisis has pa.ssed away like a dream. 
I'Aa'ii my passion for Polina is dead. Was it ever so 
strong and genuine as I thought? If so, what has 
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become of it now? At times 1 fancy that I im^t In 
mad; that somewhere I am sittme: in a . 

that these events have imrelv ^iwu'J to hap}>en. that 
still they merely seem to bt‘ happt mny 

I have been arranpin;^ and n junisinp m\' n<‘trs 
(perhaps for the purpose of eoinim inp m\^('lf that 1 am 
not in a madhouse). At pn si nt I am lonely and aionr 
Autumn is cominp - alri ady it is iiell.'wme the loa-> <s, 
and as I sit broodinp in this melanehoh htth* town (and 
how melancholy the htth' t(»wns - f (oinemv can bed. 
I find myself takinp no thought tor the tutun*. iait In ine 
under the intluenct* of pas^inp mo(»ds. and ot mv kmoI- 
lections of the temjx'St which n-mitlv d.iew im into its 
vortex, and then cast me out ae. m At turns 1 sM-m 
still to be raupht within that \oit'’\ \t tinns tla 
tempest seems once mon‘ to be iMtiiMin* .md, as it 
passes overluMd. to be wrappmp me m its i.-l.h, nntil I 
liave lost my sciisr,* of ord' r and o'aliu. and (ontime 
whirlinp and whirhnp and whn.iin: anamd 

Yet it mav be tied 1 shall in* able to stop m\s>ll 

from revolviin; if om'e f < an sn* • d m i < nd- i me no sj-lf 

an exact account of wli.it has li.i].p< le d w it ! m tin n ‘aith 


]ust past. Sonu'liow 1 le» 1 diMwn t"V..tr< 
on manv and inaiiv an evening I Icive had 
in th(' world to do Ihit. <mi"ns.\ ni'-a 
have taken to ainusmL; ii!\- H with th- v- n 
de Kock. which I r(Md m < a rimm tia.n lOi 
from a wret(lud lo* al librai'. Iias( v.m. 
abide, vet I read tin m, and liiid ia\- It m o 
1 ‘should b(‘ doinp so ^'>na how I ' m t-> 
anv verm/fN' book afr.m! of pirimttiii' an 
o('cnpation to break tin- s)h‘ 1! <ti v. ' o- 
So dear to me IS the f-Tin!' ^s d!. ana ol w 
sjM.hen so dear to nn- ao tin n..i o 'C.n> 

left behind It. that I feal tc t-ai h tin vi^n 
thinp new, 1. st it sh.cnld dr -he m -nna < 
dear to me''' Yes. It n d< ar t- la- , .‘.ml 

fr* sh in m\’ re< olh < lions rcuil-.' 

"so k*t me wiite of It, but «aii\ I'.ot'. i. 
nu.r.’ ahn<a.a f-'nii tiian i!i\ f'lH 
warrant 


tin p< n . 
tlimp els( 

..i hd<* I 
a M I’.ml 


I ait r it 
w ill < v< I be 
a 11' •' 

, , and m a 
I'Uis impbl 
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First of all, let me conclude the history of the Grand- 
mother. Next day she lost every gulden that she 
possessed. Things were bound to happen so, for persons 
of her type who have once entered upon that road 
descend it with ever-increasing rapidity, even as a sledge 
descends a toboggan-slide. All day until eight o’clock 
that evening did she play; and though I personally did 
not witness her exploits, I learnt of them later through 
report. 

All that day Potapitch remained in attendance upon 
her; but the Poles who directed her play she changed 
more than once. As a beginning she dismissed her Pole 
of the previous day — the Pole whose hair she had pulled 
— and took to herself another one ; but the latter proved 
worse even than the former, and incurred dismissal in 
favour of the first Pole, who, during the time of his 
unemployment, had nevertheless hovered around the 
Grandmother’s chair, and from time to time obtruded 
his head over her shoulder. At length the old lady 
became desperate, for the second Pole, when dismissed, 
imitated his predecessor by declining to go away; with 
the result that one Pole remained standing on the right 
of the victim, and the other on her left; from which 
vantage points the pair (juarrelled, abused each other 
concerning the stakes and rounds, and exchanged the 
epithet “ laidak ” ^ and other Polish terms of endear- 
ment. Finally they effected a mutual reconciliation, 
and, tossing the money about anyhow, played simply 
at random. Once more quarrelling, each of them staked 
money on his own side of the Grandmother’s chair (for 
instance, the one Pole staked upon the red, and the other 
one upon the black), until they had so confused and 
browbeaten the old lady that, nccirly weeping, she was 
forced to appeal to the head croupier for protection, and 
to have the two Poles expelled. No time was lost in 
this being done, despite the rascals’ cries and protesta- 
tions that the old lady was in their debt, that she had 
cheated them, and that her general behaviour had been 
mean and dishonourable. The same evening the un- 
fortunate Potapitch related the story to me with tears — 
* Rascal. 
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complaining that the two men had filled their pockets 
with money (he himself had seen them do it) wliich had 
been shamelessly pilfered from his mistress. For instance 
one Pole demanded of the Grandmother fifty gulden for 
his trouble, and then staked the money by the siile of 
her stake. She happened to win; whereupon he cried 
out that the winning stake was liis, and hers the 
loser. As soon as the two Poles had been expe^lle*'!, 
Potapitch left the room, and reported to the authoritit^s 
that the mens pockets were full of gi>ld; and, on the 
Grandmother also requesting the head croupier to look 
into the affair, the police made their ajipearance. aiul, 
despite the protests of the Poles (who. iiuietxl. luui Ihmmi 
caught redhanded), their pockets wen* turned inside out, 
and the contents handed over to the (irandinother. hi 
fact, in view of the circumstance that she lost all day. 
the croupiers jind other authorities of the (\isino showed 
her every attention; and on her fame spre.iding throu^,;h 
the town, visitors of evcr>' natioiuditv -evm tie* most 
knowing of them, the most distini^uished crowded to 
get a glimpse of '' la vieiile rointt sM' russe, loinbce cn 
enfance," who had lost " so manv millions.” 

Vet with the money whieli tin* authorities n stored to 
her from the pockets of the Pohs the Grandmothrr 
tdfected very, very little, for tlu'n- soon arnved to take 
his countrymen’s jdace a tlnrd Pole .i man who could 
speak Hussian llu<*ntly. \Nas dns^-d )ikr a g» !itleman 
(albi'it in laccjut'vish fashion), and sjx.rtfd a huge 
rnoust<iche. Though j)olite t ieaigh to tin* old lady, lie 
took a Iiigh hand with tlie bystanders In short, lu* 
offered himself less as a scrwiiit than as an mtrrlatner. 
After each round he would turn to the ol<l la<iv. and 
swear terrible oatlis to the efha t that he was a ” Pohsli 
gentleman of honour” who would s( orn to take a 
kopeck of her money, and though le* n prated tlnst* 
oaths so often tliat at h-ngth she grew' alanind, he had 
her play in hand, and began to win on her behalf ; wiiere- 
fore she felt that she could not well m t nd of him. An 
hour later the two Poles who, e.irln r in tlie day, had 
been expelled from the Casino made a rea[)[>earancc 
behind the old lady’s chair, and renewed tlieir offers of 
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service — even if it were only to be sent on messages; 
but from Potapitch I subsequently had it that between 
these rascals and the said “ gentleman of honour there 
passed a wink, as well as that the latter put something 
into their hands. Next, since the Grandmother had not 
vet lunchec!— she had scarcely for a moment left her 
( hair — one of the two Poles ran to the restaurant of the 
Casino, and brought her thence a cup of soup, and after- 
wards some tea. In fact, both the Poles hastened to 
p(‘rform this office. Finally, towards the close of the 
day, when it was clear that the Grandmother was about 
to play her last bank-note, there could be seen standing 
behind her chair no fewer than six natives of Poland — 
j)ersons who, as yet, had been neither audible nor visible ; 
and as soon as ever the old lady played the note in 
(juestion, they took no further notice of her, but pushed 
their way past her chair to the table, seized the money, 
and staked it — shouting and disputing the while, and 
arguing with the gentleman of honour " (who also had 
forgotten the Grandmother's existence), as though he 
were their ccpial. Even when the Grandmother had 
I(jst her all, and was returning (about eight o'clock) to 
the hotel, some three or four Poles could not bring them- 
selves to leave her, but went on running beside her chair 
and volubly protesting that the (rrandmother had 
cheated them, and that she ought to be made to sur- 
render what was not her own. Thus the party arrived 
at the hotel; whence, presently, the gang of rascals was 
ejec ted neck and crop. 

According to Potapitch's calculations, the (irand- 
mother lost, that day, a total of ninety thousand roubles, 
in addition to the money which she had lost the day 
before. Every paper security which she had brought 
with her — five per cent, bonds, internal loan scrip, and 
what not — she had changed into cash. Also, I could not 
but marvel at the way in which, for seven or eight hours 
at a stretch, she sat in that chair of hers, almost never 
Ic'aving the table. Again, Potapitch told me that there 
were three occasions on which she really began to win ; 
but that, led on by false hopes, she was unable to tear 
herself away at the right moment. Every gambler 
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knows how a person may sit a day and a night at Cvirds 
without ever casting a glance to right or to left. 

Meanwhile, that day, some otixer ver>^ imj>ortanl 
events were passing in our liotcl. As early ;is t levcn 
o'clock — that is to say, before the Grandmotlnn* had 
(juitted her rooms — the General tind De Griers deeidcil 
upon their last stroke. In other words, (mi learning tiiat 
the old lady had changed her mind about departing, and 
was bent on setting out for the Casino again, the whole 
of our gang (Polina only excepted^ proceeded ew ma.svc 
to her rooms, for the purpose of finally and frankly tnMi 
ing with her. But the General, quaking and gn'atlv 
apprehensive as to his possible future*, overdid tilings. 
After half an hour’s prayers and entn aties, coupled witli 
a full confession of his debts, and even of his passu »n for 
Mile. Blanche (yes, he had quite lost his heatl). he 
suddenly adopted a tone of menace, and start(‘d to rage 
at the old lady- “exclaiming that ''he was stiiK ing the 
family honour, that she was making a public M-.mdal of 
herself, and that she was smirciiing the fair name of 
Russia. The upshot was that the (irandmother tunu ci 
him out of the room with her sti('k (it w.is a real stu K. 
too!). Later in tiu' morning he held sevci il ('on oiltations 
with De Griers — the question which ()ccupi(‘d him lx*mg: 
Is it in any way possible to make us4* of tlu* police to 
tell them that “ this respected, but unfortunate, old lady 
has gone out of her mind, and is scpiaiufTing Ict last 
kopeck,” or something of tlu* kind ^ In is it in 

any way possible to enginc^T a sj)r< u s of supci vision 
over, or of re.straint upon, tie old ladv^ De (»ier', 
however, shrugged his sluMibh rs .it tlU' and lau du d in 
the Generars face, while the old warrj(»r \s( nt on ( batter- 
ing volubly, and running up and down his study. 
Finally De Griers waved his hand, and di ippcared from 
vi(‘\v ; and by evening it became kiu»wn th.it lie hail h‘ft 
the hotel, after holding a very sr< n t and nnjx»iiant (on- 
ference with Mile. Blanche. As for tlu* latt( from 
early morning she had tak(*n decisive measures, by (.om- 
pletely excluding the (leneial fn»m her prcseiu.e, and 
bestowing upon him not a glaiu*- Indeed, even when 
the General pursued her to the Civsino, and met her 
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wa king arm in arm with the Prince, he (the General) 
received f om her and her mother not the slightest 
recognition. Nor did the Prince himself bow. The rest 
of the day Mile, spent in probing the Prince, and trying to 
make him declare himself ; but in this she made a woeful 
mistake. The little incident occurred in the evening. 
Suddenly Mile. Blanche realised that the Prince had not 
even a copper to his name, but, on the contrary, was 
minded to borrow of her money wherewith to play at 
roulette. In high displeasure she drove him from her 
presence, and shut herself up in her room. 

The same morning I went to see — or, rather, to look 
for — Mr. Astley, but was unsuccessful in my quest. 
Neither in his rooms nor in the Casino nor in the Park 
was he to be found; nor did he, that day, lunch at his 
hotel as usual. However, at about five o'clock I caught 
sight of him walking from the railway station to the 
Hotel d'Angleterre. He seemed to be in a great hurry 
and much preoccupied, though in his face I could 
discern no actual traces of worry or perturbation. He 
held out to me a friendly hand, with his usual ejacula- 
tion of "Ah! " but did not check his stride. I turned 
and walked beside him, but found, somehow, that his 
answers forbade any putting of definite questions. 
Moreover, I felt reluctant to speak to him of Polina; 
nor, for his part, did he ask me any questions concerning 
her, although, on my telling him of the Grandmother’s 
exploits, he listened attentively and gravely, and then 
shrugged his shoulders. 

" She is gambling away everything that she has," I 
remarked. 

" Indeed? She arrived at the Casino even before I 
had taken my departure by train, so I knew she had 
been playing. If I should have time I will go to the 
Casino to-night, and take a look at her. The thing 
interests me." 

" Where have you been to-day? " I asked — surprised 
at myself for having, as yet, omitted to put to him 
that question. 

" To Frankfort." 

" On business? " 



The Gambler 


259 


On business.** 

What more was there to be asked after that ? I 
accompanied him until, as we drew level with the Hotel 
des Quatre Saisons, he suddenly nodded to me and dis- 
appeared. For myself, I returned home, and came to 
the conclusion that, even had I met him at hro o’chu k in 
the afternoon, I should have learnt no more from him 
than I had done at five o'clock, for the reason that I bstd 
no definite question to ask. It was hound to ha\T Uvn 
so. For me to formulate the query whicli I really wished 
to put was a simple impossibility. 

Polina spent the whole of that day either in walking 
about the park with the nurse and children or in sitting 
in her own room. For a long while past she had avtiided 
the General and had scarcely had a word to say to him 
(scarcely a word, I mean, on any sniot4S topic). Yes, 
that I had noticed. Still, even though I w.is aware of 
the position in which the Geiicral was pl.icrd, it had 
never occurred to me that he would hav(» any reason to 
avoid her, or to trouble her with family explanations. 
Indeed, when I was returning to the hotel aft('r inv con- 
versation with Astley, and chanec^d to nuTt Polina and 
the children, I could see that her face wiis as calm a.s 
though the family disturbances had neve r tonchc'd h<‘r. 
To my salute she respondc‘d with a slight bow, and I 
retired to my room in a verv bad humour. 

Of course, since the affair with th<‘ Hurm« rgc’lms 1 had 
exchanged not a word \sith Polina, nor had witli h<*r any 
kind of intercourse. Yet I had been at my wits’ end, for, 
as time went on, there was arising in rnc an ev<T-see(liing 
dissatisfaction. Even if she did not love* m<‘ slie ouglit 
not to have trainjiled upon mv feelings, nor to have 
accepted my confc‘s'^io^s with sinii contc’mpt, seeing 
that she must have been awMre that 1 lovrd her (of her 
own accord she had allowed me to te ll h< r as muc h). 
Of course the situation bc‘tween us had ariM n in a curious 
manner. About two months ago I had noticed that she 
had a desire to make me her friend, her confidant —that 
she was making trial of me for the purjX)se ; but for some 
reason or another th<‘ desired result had never come 
about, and we had fallen into the presimt strange 
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relations, which had led me to address her as I had done. 
At the same time, if my love was distasteful to her, why 
had she not forbidden me to speak of it to her? 

But she had not so forbidden me. On the contrary, 
there had been occasions when she had even invited me 
to speak. Of course, this might have been done out of 
sheer wantonness, for I well knew — I had remarked it 
only loo often! — that, after listening to what I had to 
say, and angering me almost beyond endurance, she 
loved suddenly to torture me with some fresh outburst 
of contempt and aloofness. Yet she must have known 
tliat I could not live without her. Three days had 
elapsed since the affair with the Baron, and I could bear 
the severance no longer. When, that afternoon, I met 
her near the Casino, my heart almost made me faint, 
it beat so violently. She too could not live without me, 
for had she not said that she had need of me? Or had 
that too been spoken in jest? 

I'hat she had a secret of some kind there could be no 
doubt. What she had said to the Grandmother had 
stabbed mo to the heart. On a thousand occiisions I 
had challenged her to be open with me, nor could she 
have been ignorant that I was ready to give my very 
life for her. Yet always she had kept me at a distance 
with that contemptuous air of hers; or else she had 
demanded of me, in lieu of the life which I offcn.‘d to 
lay at her feet, such escapades as I had per{)etrated 
with the Baron. Ah, was it not torture to me, all this? 
h'or could it be that her whole world was bound up with 
the h'renchman? What, too, about Mr. Astley? The 
affair was inexplicable throughout. My God, what 
distress it caused me! 

Arrived home. I, in a fit of frenzy, indited the 
following: 

“ Polina Alexandrovna, I can see that there is ap- 
proaching us an exposure which will involve you too. 
For the last time I ask of you — have you, or have you 
not, any need of my life? If you have, then make such 
dispositions as you wish, and I shall always be discover- 
able in my room if required. If you have need of my 
life, write or send for me.** 
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I sealed the letter, and dispatched it by the hand 
of a corridor lacquey, with orders to hand it to the 
addressee in person. Though I expected no answer, 
scarcely three minutes had ehqwod before the laccpiev 
letumed with “ the compliments of a certain [X'lNon. ' 
Next, alx)ut seven o’clock, 1 was sent for h\ ilu* 
General. I found him in his study, app^mnilv piepar 
ing to go out again, for his hat and stick were l\‘ing on 
the sofa. When I entered he was standing in the middle 
of the room — his feet wide apart, and his head l>ent 
down. Also, he appealed to be talking to hinisi H 
But as soon as ever he saw me at thr »loor lie t.inu‘ 
towards me in such a curious manner that invohintanly 
I retreated a step, and wiLs for leaving tlie Kvnn; 
whereupon he seized me by both IiainN, and. di awing 
me towards the sofa, and seating liiniscH thereon, h(‘ 
forc(‘d me to sit down on a chair opposite hnii. ’lh<‘n. 
without letting go of inv hainls, he i‘X( lamnd with 
quivering lips and a sparkle of t(‘ars on hi'' ev(‘Iash(*H 
“ Oh, Alexis IvanoN’iteh! Save me. v.ivr me! Have 
some mercy upon me’ " 

For a long time I could not make out wh.it he meant, 
although he kept talking and t.ilking, and const, mtlv 
lepeating to himself, “Have men v. merrv! ” At 
length, however, I divined that he w.is e\pe(ting m<’ 
to give him something in the mitnie of advm- or, 
rather, that, deserted by every one, and ove» wlielmed 
with grief and api)rehension. he had i^etliought himself 
of my existence, and si-iit for me to n heve his feelings 
by talking and talking and talking 

In fact, lie was in such a rontiisrd and (leqK)n<lent 
state of mind that, clas[)ing liis li.uids togetliei. he 
actually went down ujM>n his knees and begged me to 
go to Mile. Blanche, and beseech and advise hei to return 
to him, and to acce pt him in iiiarmige 

** But, General, ’ 1 (*x(iaiine<l. j>ossil)K‘ niche 

has scarcely even remarked my existence What 
could I do with her? " 

It was in vain that I protested, for he (onld undcr- 
stiUid nothing that was said to him. Next he '-t.nted 
talking about the Grandmother, but always in a dis- 
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connected sort of fashion — his one thought being to 
send for the police. 

In Russia," said he, suddenly boiling over with 
indignation, " or in any well-ordered State where there 
exists a government, old women like my mother are 
placed under proper guardianship. Yes, my good sir," 
he went on, relapsing into a scolding tone as he leapt 
to his feet and started to pace the room, " do you not 
know this " (he seemed to be addressing some imaginary 
auditor in the comer) " — do you not know this, that 
in Russia old women like her are subjected to restraint, 
the devil take them? " Again he threw himself down 
upon the sofa. 

A minute later, though sobbing and almost breathless, 
he managed to gasp out that Mile. Blanche had refused 
to marry him, for the reason that the Grandmother 
had turned up in place of a telegram, and it was there- 
fore clear that he had no inheritance to look for. Evi- 
dently he supposed that I had hitherto Ixjen in entire 
ignorance of all this. Again, when I referred to De 
Griers, the General made a gesture of despair. " He 
has gone away," he said, " and everything which I 
possess is mortgaged to him. I stand stripped to my 
skin. Even of the money which you brought me from 
Pciris I know not if seven hundred francs be left. Of 
course that sum will do to go on with, but, as regards 
the future, I know nothing, 1 know nothing." 

"Then how will you pay your hotel bill?" I cried 
in consternation. " And what shall you do after- 
wards? " 

He looked at me vaguely, but it was clear that he had 
not understood— pcriiaps had not even heard— my 
qiu'stions. Then I tried to get him to speak of Polina 
and the children, but he only returned brief answers of 
" Yes, yes." iuid again started to maunder about the 
Prince, and the likelihood of the latter marrying Mile. 
Blanche. " What on earth am I to do? " he concluded. 
" What on earth am I to do? Is not this ingratitude? 
Is it not sheer ingratitude? " And he burst into tears. 

Nothing could l)e done with such a man. Yet to 
leave him alone was dangerous, for something might 
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happen to him. I withdrew from his rooms for a little 
while, but warned the nursemaid to keep an e^’e u}nn 
him, as well as exchanged a word witli the corridor 
lacquey (a very talkative fellow), who likewise promised 
to remain on the look*out. 

Hardly had I left the Gener:il when Potapitch ap- 
proached me with a summons from the Grandmother. 

It was now eight o*clock, and she had returned fa)m 
the Casino after finally losing all that she |X)ssesseii. I 
found her sitting in her chair— mTich distressi'd mid 
evidently fatigu^. Pa^sently Martha brought her up 
a cup of tea, and forced her to drink it; vet even then 
I could detect in the old lady’s tone and m.inner a 
great change. 

“ Good evening, Alexis Ivanovitch/* she said slowly, 
with her head dnxiping. " Pardiui me for disturbing 
you again. Yes, you must pardon an old. old woman 
like myself, for I have left iK'hind me all that 1 jK)sst‘SS 
—nearly a hundred thousand roubles! You di<l i]uite 
right in declining to come with me tliis evening. Now 
I iim without money — without a single groat. Hut 
I must not delay a moment; I must leav(‘ by the 
9.30 train. I liave s^uit for that English friend of yours, 
and am going to beg of him three thousand francs for 
a week. Please try and persuade him to think nothing 
of it, nor yet to refuse me, for I am still a rirh woman 
who possesses three villages and a couj)l«* of mansions. 
Yes, the money shall Ik‘ found, for I hav(» not yet 
squandered everything, I tell you this in ord» r that he 

•nay have no doubts about Ah. but here he is! 

Clearly he is a gocni fellow." 

True enough. Astley had come hot-foot on rcneiving 
the Grandmother’s appeal. S arrelv stofiping «‘ven to 
reflect, and with scarcely a word, h<* (“ounted out the 
three thousand francs under a note of hand which she 
duly signed. Then, his business done, he Ik)W<sI, and 
lost no time in taking his departure. 

"You too leave me, Alexis Ivanovitch," said the 
Grandmother. "All my bones are aching. ^ 
have an hour in which to rest. Po not 1 k‘ hard Ufxin 
me, old fool that I am. Never again shall I blame young 



The Gambler 


264 

people for being frivolous. I should think it wrong 
even to blame that unhappy General of yours. Never- 
theless I do not mean to let him have any of my money 
(which is all that he desires), for the reason that I look 
upon him as a perfect blockhead, and consider myself, 
simpleton though I be, at least wiser than he is. How 
surely does God visit old age, and punish it for its 
presumption! Well, good-bye. Martha, come and lift 
me up.'’ 

However, I had a mind to see the old lady off; and, 
mor(;over, I was in an expectant frame of mind — some- 
how 1 kept thinking that something was going to happen; 
wherefore I could not rest quietly in my room, but 
stepped out into the corridor, and then into the Chestnut 
Avenue for a few minutes' stroll. My letter to Polina had 
been clear and firm, and the present crisis, I felt sure, 
would prove final. I had heard of De Griers' departure, 
and, howevcT much Polina might reject me as a friend, she 
might not reject me altogether as a servant. She woiild 
need me to fetch and carry for her, and I was ready U) 
do so. How could it have been otherwise? 

'rewards the hour of the train's departure 1 hastened 
to the station, and put the Grandmother into her com- 
partment — she and Iut party occupying a reserved 
family saloon. 

“ Thanks for your disinterested assistance," she said 
at parting. " Oh, and please remind Prascovia of w'hat 
I said to her last night. I expect soon to stT her." 

Then I returned home. As I was passing the door 
of the General's suite, I met the nursemaid, and in- 
quired after her master. “ There is nothing nt‘w to 
report, sir," she replied quietly. Nevertheless I dec idt'd 
to ('liter, and was just doing so when I halted thunder- 
struck on the threshold. For before me I beheld the 
General and Mile. Blanche — laughing gaily at one 
another! while beside them, on the sofa, there was 
seated h(*r mother. Clearly the General was almost 
out of his mind with joy, for he was talking all sorts of 
nonsense, and bubbling over with a long-drawn, nervous 
laugh -a laugh which twisted his face into innumerable 
wrinkles, and caused his eyes almost to disappear. 



The Gambler 265 

Afterwards I learnt from Mile. Blanche herself that, 
after dismissing the Prince and hearing of the Cienerars 
tears, she bethought her of going to comfort tlio old man. 
and had just arrived for the purfH>se when I enters d. 
Fortunately the poor General did not know that lus 
fate had been decided that Mile, had long ago pat ked 
her trunks in readiness for the first morning train to 
Paris! 

Hesitating a moment on the threshoKl I changed 
my mind as to entering, and departed unnotKed. 
.Ascending to my own room, and opening the dcKir. I 
perceived in the seini-darkiu a figure stMtei! <*n a 
chair in the corner by tiie window. Ihe iigure di<i not 
rise when I entered, so I approached it swiftly, jx'ered 
at it closely, and felt my lieart almost stop heating. 
The figure was Polina! 


XIV 

Till-: shock made me utter an t xclamation. 

“What is the matter? What is the matter “ she 
asked in a strange voice Slie was l«»oking ]>ale. and 
her eyes were dim. 

“What is tii(‘ matter?’’ I re-echotd. “ Wliy, the 
fact that you are here! “ 

“ If I am here, 1 have come with all that I have to 
bring.” she said. ” Such has always been my way, as 
\ou shall presently see. Please light a < aiidle.” 

I did so; whereupon she rose. approa< lied tin* ta!)le, 
and laid upon it an open letter. 

“ Read it,” she added. 

” It is De Griers’ handwriting! ” I tried as I seized 
the document. My hands were so trdinilous that the 
lines on the pages daneed before my eyes. Althougli, 
at this distance of time. I have forgotten tlie exact 
phraseology of the missive. I append, if not tlie j>r<*ci5C 
words, at all events the general sense. 

” Mademoiselle,” the document ran, “ certain un- 
toward circumstances compel me to depart in haste. 
Of ( t)urs<y you have of yourself rcmarketl that hitherto 
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I have always refrained from having any final explana- 
tion with you, for the reason that I could not well state 
the whole circumstances; and now to my difficulties the 
advent of the aged Grandmother, coupled with her 
subsequent proceedings, has put the final touch. Also, 
the involved state of my affairs forbids me to write 
with any finality concerning those hopes of ultimate 
bliss upon which, for a long while past, 1 have permitted 
myself to feed. I regret the past, but at the same time 
hope that in my conduct you have never been able to 
detect anything that was unworthy of a gentleman and 
a man of honour. Having lost, however, almost the 
whole of my money in debts incurred by your step- 
father, I find myself driven to the necessity of saving 
the remainder; wherefore I have instructed certain 
friends of mine in St. Petersburg to arrange for the sale 
of all the property which has been mortgaged to myself. 
At the same time, knowing that, in addition, your 
fi'ivf)l()us stepfather has squandered money which is 
exc lusively yours, I have decided to absolve him from 
a certain moiety of the mortgages on his property, in 
ordiT that you may be in a position to recovtT of him 
what you have lost, by suing him in legal fashion. 1 
trust, therefore, that, as matters now stand, this action 
of mine may bring you some advantage. I trust abo 
that this same action leaves me in the position of having 
fuHilled every obligation which is incumbent upon a 
man of honour and refinement. Rest assured that 
your memory will for ever remain graven in my heart.” 

” All this is clear enough,” 1 commented. ” Surelv 
you did not expect aught else from him? ” Somehow 
I was feeling annoyed. 

” I expected nothing at all from him,” she replied-- 
quietly enough, to all outward seeming, yet with a note 
of irritation in her tone. ” Long ago I made up nw 
mind on the subject, for I could read his thoughts, and 
knew what he was tliinking. He thouglit that possibly 
I should sue him — that one day I might become a 
nuisanec,” Here Polina halted for a moment, and 
stood biting her lips. ” So of set purpose I redoubled 
my contemptuous treatment of him, and waited to see 
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what he would do. If a tt‘h*t:ram to say that we had 
become legatees had arrivixi from St. Fetersl>urg. I 
should have flung at him a quittame for my f(H)lish 
stepfather’s debts, and then dismisstnl him For a h»ng 
time I have hated him. Even m earlier days he was 

not a man ; and now’ Oh. how gladlv 1 eoiild throw 

those fifty thousand rouhhs m late, ainl sjut in it, 
and then rub the spittle in! " 

'* But the document returning the liftv-thousand- 
rouble mortgage— has the (ieiieral g« t it If so, |h»sm‘ss 
yourself of it, and send it to l)e (iner<> 

“ No, no; the (ieneral lias nt»t g<u it ” 

"Just as I expcMTted! Well, what is the (general 
going to do? ” Then an idea MiddtTilv ort urn‘<l to me. 

" Wiiat al>out the Grandmother^” 1 askt‘d 

Polima looked at me with impatnriM* and hewiider- 
mtnt. 

" What makes you speak of her ^ " uas her irritable 
impiiry. *' I cannot go and live with her. Nor,” ^he 
added hotly, ” will I go down upon m\’ knus to onr ” 

" Why should vour' ” I cried " Vet to think that 
you should have loved De (iinrs* I he \allain, the 
villain! But I will kill him m a dn« 1 WIktc is he 
now? ” 

" In hrankfort, when* he will Iw staving for llie next 
three days.” 

" Well, hid me do so, and I will go to him l>v the first 
train to-morrowg” I ex< laiiin d vMtli « nthu^ia-m. 

She smiled. 

" If you were to do that.” she said. ” he would merely 
tell you to be s<j goo<l as first to return him the fifty 
thousand francs. What, then, would be the use of 
having a quarrel with him? You talk sheer nonsense." 

I ground my teeth. 

" The question, I wa*nt on. is how to raise (he 
fifty thousand francs. We cannot exjx'ft (o find them 
lying about on tJie floor. Listen. \N hat of Mr Asiley t 
Even as I .spoke a new and strange idt*a formed its<flf in 
my brain. 

Her eyes flashed fire. 

" What ? You yourself vr’xsh me to leave you for him ? 
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she cried with a scornful look and a proud smile. Nev( r 
before had she addressed me thus. 

Then her head must have turned dizzy with emotion, 
for suddenly she seated herself upon the sofa, as though 
she were powerless any longer to stand. 

A flash of lightning seemed to strike me as I stood 
there. I could scarcely believe my eyes or my earb. 
She did love me, then! It was to me, and not to Mr. 
Astley, that she had turned! Although she, an un- 
protect (^d gir], had come to me in my room — in an hotel 
room— and had probably compromised herself therebv, 
I had not understood! 

Then a second mad idea flashed into my brain. 

“ Polina," I said, " give me but an hour. Wait here 
just one hour until I return. Yes, you must do so. Do 
you not see what I mean? Just stay here for that time." 

And I rushed from the room without so much a^ 
answering her look of inquiry. She called something 
after me, but I did not return. 

Sometimes it happens that the most insane thought, 
th(‘ most impossible conception, will become so h.xed 
in one's head that at length one believes the thought or 
the conception to be reality. Moreover, if with tlie 
thought or the conception there is combined a strong, 
a passionate, desire, one will come to look upon the said 
thought or conception as something fated, inevitable, 
and foreordained — something bound to happen. Whether 
by this there is connoted something in the nature of a 
combination of presentiments, or a great effort of will, 
or a self-annulment of one's true expectations, and scj 
on, I do not know; but at all events that night saw 
happen to me (a night which I shall never forget) some 
thing in the nature of the miraculous. Although the 
occurrence can easily be explained by arithmetic, I still 
believe it to have been a miracle. Yet why did thu^ 
conviction take such a hold iqxm me at the time, and 
n main with me ever since? Previously I had thought 
of the idea, not as an occurrence which was ever likely 
to come about, but as something which never could 
come about. 

Iho time was a quarter past eleven o'clock when I 
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entered the Casino in such a state of ho{>e (thoui^h, at 
the same time, of afjitation) as I had never before 
experienced. In the gamine r^Kuns there were sull a 
large number of people, but half as many as liad 
been present in the morning. 

At eleven o'clock there usually remaiiu\i Ixdhiul onlv 
the real, the desjxTate gamblers {x’rM)ns for whom, 
at spas, there existed nothing beyond roulette, -iral 
who went thither for that alone. TIkno gaiiK'Sters 
took little note of what was going <>n around thorn, and 
were interested in n<uie of tin- appurtinaiues of the 
season, but played from morning till night, and would 
have been ready to play throiigli the night until dawn 
had that been possible A^' it was. thev u*-* d to dis- 
pt*rse unwillingly when, at midnight, rimlettr • .u.u* to 
an end. Likewise, as soon as ever roul<‘tt<- was ilr.iwing 
to a close and the head croupier had (allis! " Les trojs 
dernicTs <'oup8,'' most of them wen* read\ to stake on 
the last three rounds all that tlu'V had in tin ir pn. k<*ts - 
and, for the most part, lost it. h'^r my own j^irt I 
[)roreed('d towards tin* t<d)l(* at wiii« li t}i<‘ (ii.indmothei 
Iiad lately sat; and siiu'e the crowal around it was not 
very large, I soon obtained standing nMtm among the 
ring of gamblers, while diieMh’ iii front of me. on the 
green cloth, I saw Tnarke<l the word " Passe.’' 

" Passe " was a row' of numbeis from lo to ;(> inclu- 
sive; whil(' a row' of nuinl>ers from i to is lu' ]usi\ e w'as 
knowm as ‘‘ Manciue." Hut what had tiial to do with 
me? I had not notic ed- I liad not so nna li as heard - 
the numbers upon which the previous (<*up had falhn. 
and so took no bc'aiings whcai I began to play, as, in 
my place, any syi>lema!ic gainbl«T would have* No. 

I merely extended my stock of twenty te n gulden piecrs. 
and threw them down upon the sjmce P.asv^ w)ii< li 
happened to be confronting m<*. 

*' Vingt-deux! " < allc<i the < roupier. 

I had won! I staked upon th<,‘ same again — l>oth my 
original stake and my winnings. 

" Trente-et-un ! '* calh’d the croupier. 

Again I had won, and was now m jkcsm- v>jou of eighty 
ten-gulden pieces. Next I moved the wlxde* eiglity <^>n to 
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twelve middle numbers (a stake which, if successful, 
would bring me in a triple profit, but also involved a risk 
of two chances to one) . The wheel revolved, and stopped 
at twenty*four. Upon this I was paid out notes and 
gold until I had by my side a total sum of two thousand 
glilden. 

It was as in a fever that I moved the pile, en bloc, on 
to the red. Tlien suddenly I came to myself (though 
that was the only time during the evening's play when 
fear cast its cold spell over me, and showed itself in a 
trembling of the hands and knees). For with horror I 
had realis(.*d that I must win, and that upon that stake 
there depended all my life. 

“Rouge I" called the croupier. I drew a long 
breath, and hot shivers went coursing over my body. 
I was paid out my winnings in bank-notes — amounting, 
of course, to a total of four thousand florins, eight 
hundred gulden (I could still calculate the amounts). 

After that, I remember, I again staked two thousand 
florins upon twelve middle numbers, and lost. Again I 
staked the whole of my gold, with eight hundred gulden 
in notes, and lost. Then madness seemed to come 
U|K)n me, and seizing my last t\vo thousand florins, I 
staked them upon twelve of the first numbers — wholly 
by chance, and at random, and without any sort of 
reckoning. Upon my doing so there followed a moment 
of suspense only comparable to that which Madame 
Blanchard must have experienced when, in Paris, she 
was descending earthwards from a balloon. 

“ Quatre! “ called the croupier. 

Once more, with the addition of my original stake 
I was in possession of six thousand florins! Once more 
I looked around me like a conqueror— once more I 
feared nothing as I threw down four thousand of these 
florins ujH)n the bhu k. The croupiers glanced around 
tlu'm, and exchanged a few words; the bystanders 
munnured expectantly. 

Tlu‘ black turned up. After that I do not e.xactly 
remember either my calculations or the order of my 
stakings. I only remember that, as in a dream, I won 
in one round sixteen thousand florins; that in the three 
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following rounds I lost twelve thousand; that I moved 
the remainder (four thousand) on to Passe '' (though 
quite unconscious of what I was doing— 1 was inen'ly 
waiting, as it were, mechanically, and without reflection, 
for something), and won; and that, finally* four times 
in succession I lost. Yes, 1 can remcmtxjr Hiking in 
money by thousands— but most frequently on the twelve 
middle numbers, to which I constantly adhered, *ind 
which kept appearing in a sort of regular order- first, 
three or four times running, and then, after on interval 
of a couple of rounds, in another break of thrive or four 
appearances. Sometimes, this astonisliing regularity 
manifested itself in patches; a tiling to iipj»ct ail the 
calculations of note-taking gamblers who play with a 
pencil and a memorandumdxxik in their hands, h'ortune 
perpetrates some terrible ji^sts at roulette 1 
Since my entry not more than half an hour could have 
elapsed. Suddenly a croupier in(omn‘d me that 1 had 
won thirty thousand florins, ;is well as that, since the 
latter was the limit for which, at any one time, the baiU 
could make itself responsible, rouh lte at tliat table musi 
close for the night. Accordingly 1 caught up my pile of 
gold, stuffed it into my pocket, and, grasping my sheaf 
of bank-notes, moved to the table m an adjoining salon, 
where a second game of roulette was in pr(»gress. The 
crowd followed me in a liody, anti clear eti a place for 
me at the table; after which I proccMch^l to stake as 
[before — that is to say, at random and without (.ilt'ulat- 
ing. What saved me from nun I tlo not knr>w. 

Of course there were times when Iragmentary reckon- 
ings did come flashing into rny brain, hor instance, 
there were times when I attacle il rnvself for a while to 
certain figures and coups — thougii always leaving them 
again before long, without knowing wliat 1 was doing. 
In fact, I caiuKJt have l)ccn in jKjssession of all my 
faculties, for I can rememljK-r tlie croupn rs corie< ting 
my play more than once, owing to my having made 
mistakes of the gravest ord<‘r. My brows were damp 
with sweat, and my hands were shaking. AKo, iVilcs 
came around me to profhT their service's, but I hmied 
none of them. Nor did my luck fail rne now. Suddenly 
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there arose around me a loud din of talking and laughter. 
** Bravo, bravo!" was the general shout, and some 
people even clapped their hands. I had raked in thirty 
thousand florins, and again the bank had had to close 
for the night! 

" Go away now, go away now," a voice whispered 
to me on my right. The person who had spoken to 
me was a certain Jew of Frankfurt — a man who had been 
standing beside me the whole while, and occasionally 
helping me in my play. 

" Yes, for God's sake go," whispered a second voice 
in my left ear. Glancing around, I perceived that tin* 
second voice had come from a modestly, plainly dressetl 
lady of rather less than thirty— a woman whose face, 
though pale and sickly-looking, bore also very evident 
traces of former beauty. At the moment I was stuHing 
the crumpled bank-notes into my pockets, and collecting 
all the gold that was left on the table. Seizing uj) iny 
last note for five hundred giilden, 1 contrived to insinu- 
ate it, unperceived, into the hand of the pale lady. An 
overpowering impulse had made me do so, and I remem- 
ber how her thin little fingers pressed mine in token of 
her lively gratitude. The whole affair was the work 
of a moment. 

Then, collecting my belongings, I crossed to where 
trente ot quarante was being played a game which 
could boast of a more aristocratic public, and was 
played with cards instead of with a wheel. At this 
diversion the bank made itself responsible for a Imndred 
thousand thalers as the limit, but the highest stake 
allowable was, as in roulette, four thousand florins. 
Although I knew nothing of the game- -although I 
scarcely knew the stakes, except those on bhu k and 
red I joined the ring of players, while the n'st of tii»‘ 
crowd massed itself around me. At this distance of 
time I cannot remember whether I ever gave a thought 
to Polina; I seemed only to be conscious of a vague 
pleasuiti in seizing and raking in the bank-notes which 
kept massing themselves in a pile before me. 

Hut, as ever, fortune seemed to be at my back. As 
thougli of set purpose, there came to my aid a circum- 
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stance which not infrequently repeats itsi'lf in giuning. 
The circumstance is that not infrequently luck att.i< hes 
itself to, say, the red. (uul dot^s not leave it for a space of, 
say, ten, or even fifteen, roiuuls in succt^ion. Three 
davs ago I had heard that, dunni: the previous wet‘k. 
there had been a nm of tunity-two (oups on the n\\ 
— an occurrence never Ixfore known .it roulrtti*. 
that men spoke of it with astonishnimt. Natnially 
enough, many deserted the red after a dozen rounds, and 
pi.ieticidly no one could now be found to stake ujxui it. 
Yet up<m the black also — the antitliesis of the led — 
no experii nced gambler woulil stake .inytlnng, for tlie 
reason that every practiM-d player knows the meaning 
of “ capricious fortune.” That is to sav. after the 
sixteiTith (or so) success of the r< d, one w«>ul(i think that 
the seventeenth coup woukl inevitahly fall u|H)n the 
black; wherefore novices would be apt to back the 
latter in the scventicntii round, .md even to doubh* or 
treble their stakes uixin it*— only, in the ( IkI, to 1om\ 

Yet some whim or other led me, on lernaiking that 
the red had come up cons(‘nitively for seven tiine^', to 
attach myself to that I'oloin Piol),ibl\’ tins w.ts mostly 
due to self-conceit, for I w.inli'd to aston^h the by- 
standers with the riskiness of inv i>lay. Also, 1 rcMUc in- 
ber that — oh, strange seu'^ation !- I suddenly, and 
without any cluillenge from my own |)resiiinption, 
beCiUTie obsessed with a desire to take risks. If the 
spirit luis p;issed through a great main* seiisalums, 
possibly it can no longer lx* sated with tliein, but grows 
more excited, and demands more simat nan. and stronger 
;ind Stronger ones, until at hnglh it f.ills exhausted. 
Certainly, if the rules of the giune liad permitted c \en 
of my staking fifty thousaml flonm at a time, I should 
have staked them. All of a sudden I heard ex< l.ama- 
tions arising that the whole thing was a marvel, sime 
the red was turning up for the* fourt< « nth time! 

” Monsieur a gagne cent mille lioiins, a vone ex- 
claimed beside me. 

I awoke to my senses. What 1 had won a liumlred 
thousand florins? If so, what more (\u\ I to win ‘^ 
I grasped the bank-notes, stuffed them into my pockets 
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raked in the gold without counting it, and started to 
leave the Casino. As I passed through the salons people 
smiled to see my bulging pockets and unsteady gait, 
for the weight which I was carrying must have amounted 
to half a pood! Several hands I saw stretched out in 
my direction, and as I passed I filled them with all the 
money that I could grasp in my own. At length two 
Jews stopped me near the exit. 

''You are a bold young fellow,” one said; "but 
mind you depart early to-morrow — as early as you can, 
for if you do not you will lose everything that you have 
won.” 

But I did not heed them. The Avenue was so dark 
that it was barely possible to distinguish one's hand 
before one’s face, while the distance to the hotel was 
half a verst or so; but I feared neither pickpockets 
nor highwaymen. Indeed, never since my boyhood 
have I done that. Also, I cannot remember what I 
thought about on the way. I only felt a sort of fearful 
pleasure — the pleasure of success, of conquest, of power 
(how can I best express it?). Likewise, before me there 
flitted the image of Polina; and I kept remembering, 
and reminding myself, that it was to her I was going, 
that it was in her presence I should soon be standing, 
that it was she to whom I should soon be able to relate 
and show everything. Scarcely once did I recall what 
she had lately said to me, or the reason why I had left 
her, or all tliose varied sensations which I had been 
experiencing a bare hour and a half ago. No, those 
sensations seemed to be things of the past, to be things 
which had righted themselves and grown old, to be 
things concerning which we needed to trouble ourselves no 
longer, since, for us, life was about to begin anew. Yet 
1 had just reached the end of the Avenue when there 
did come upon me a fear of being robbed or murdered. 
With each step the fear increased until, in my terror, 
1 almost started to run. Suddenly, as I issued from 
the Avenue, there burst upon me the lights of the hotel, 
sparkling with a myriad lamps! Yes, thanks be to 
God, I had reached homo! 

Running up to my room, I flung open the door of it. 
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Polina was still on the sofa, mth a lighted candle in fmnt 
of her, and her hands i lasped. As I entered she stared 
at me in astonishment (for, at the moment, I must have 
presented a strange spectacle). All I did. howe\'er, was 
to halt before her, and thug u|hju the table my burden 
of wealth. 


XV 

I RKMEMBER, too, how, without moving from her place, 
or changing her attitude, she g.utxl into my face. 

“ I have won two hundred thousand francs! " cricHi 
I as I puIItHi out my last sheaf of bank notes. Tlie pile 
of paper currency occupied the whole table. 1 could 
not withdraw my (*ves from it. (Onsequently, for a 
moment or two Polina escaptni my mind. I hen I set 
myself to arrange the pile in order, and to sort the noti^s, 
and to mass the gold in a separate h(*aj), I'hat done, I 
left everything where it lay, and pnH'«‘t (le<l to pa«a‘ the 
room with rapid strides as I lost invMlf in thought, 
Then I darted to the table oin e inon'. and began to 
count the nioin'v; until all of a suddi ii, as though 1 had 
remembered sometliing, I tusIumI to the dot»r. and closed 
and doul)le-lockc‘<i it. Finally I < anie to a meditative 
halt before my little trunk. 

" Sludl I put the money there until to morrow? ” I 
asked, turning sliar[)Iy round to Polma as tin* reeolha tion 
of her returned to me. 

She was still in her old place still making not a 
sound. Yet her eyas had followed evtTv one of my 
movements. Somehow in her face there was a strange 
expression — an expre ssion which I did n(»t like. I think 
that 1 shall not be wrong if I say that it indic ated sheer 
hatred. 

Impulsively I approached her. 

“ Polina,” I said. ‘‘ here are twenty-five thousand 
florins — fifty thousand francs, or mon?. Take them, 
and to-morrow throw them in De Griers' face.” 

She returned no answer. 

” Or, if you should prefer.” I continued. ” let me take 
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them to him myself to-morrow— yes, early to-morrow 

morning. Shall I j , , 

Then all at once she burst out laughing, and laughed 
for a long while. With astonishment and a feeling of 
offence i gazed at her. Her laughter was too like th.- 
derisive merriment which she had so often indulged in ei 
l^te— merriment which had broken forth always at tlu 
time of my most passionate explanations. At length sh. 
ceased, and frowned at me from under her eyebrows. 

" I am not going to take your money," she said con- 
temptuously. 

“ Why not? " I cried. " Why not, Polina? " 

" Because I am not in the habit of receiving money 
for nollimg," 

“ But I am offering it to you as a friend. In the same 
wav I would offer you my very life." 

I’jxm this she threw me a long, (juestioning glance, as 
thougli she were seeking to probe me to the deptlis. 

You are giving too much for me," she remarked witli 
a smile. " 'Ihe beloved of De Gri(TS is not w’orth fifty 
thousand francs." 

"Oh Polina, how ran you speak so? " I exclaimed 
reptoaclifully, " Am I De Griers? " 

" You? " she cried with her eyes suddenly fkLshing 
" Whv, I hate you! Yes, yes, 1 hate you! 1 love you 
no mon* than I do De (iriers." 

Then slie buri(‘d her face in her hands, and relapsed 
into hysterics. I darted to her sidi‘. Sonieiiow I had 
an intuition of something having hap])ened to lier which 
had nothing to do witii myself. She was like a person 
temporarily insam*. 

" Buy mi*, would you, wouhl voui' Would you buy 
me for fifty thomsand francs as Di* (xners did?" she 
gasped betwi'eii her convuGive sobs. 

I clasped her in my arms, kissed her hands and feet, 
and fell Uj^on my knees btdore her. 

Presently the hysterical fit passed away, and. laying 
her hands upon my shoulders, she gazed for a while into 
mv face, as though trying to read it. Something I said 
to hiT, hut it was clear that she did not hear it. Her 
face looked so dark ami despondent that I began to fear 
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(or hrf riMSon. At h n-th arew me tow .,nls 1 uts( li 
a trustful sinilo pLivin^ i^wr Iwv f<at\H«>. .iiul tlau as 
sa-itknly, she pushed lue awa\' ai^am as sht' eVed nu* 

• ienly. 

I iuallv she threw h« iv lf ujv n iwr m au < nda e 
\ oil lo\ e lUe ' ” sh» saul \nuwl.-w<ie 

willing even to (juariel with t ’ * I*, imn at luv hidilin- - " 
1 hen she lau^'iied laii^lu .is thou;:’! s, mi (hnie d< ar, 
hut laui^hable, iiad n.uiiid to la r nenaas. \ « s, she 
iauithed and wapt at tla saiiir tiinr. Wi-.twasI !odo^ 
I was like .1 man in *i (rx. r I n im nils i tii.it si,. ' . - ui 
t(» sav sonu'tlhiiL; to ne tlio'u'h .*/';// I do n a kii.av, 
siiue slie spoke with a t. v. ijsh li-p as sh«' w. h* 

tr', iin^Mo tell me .sonirthin ; ver\ .pai. kl\- A: !ut.i\als. 
too, she w.ailil break oii mt.. th. simle whhb 1 w.is 
ht'i^innin.Lt to dr. ad ' N.* no' she k. pt i<j<.»tin’ 

) (fu are m\ d. .ir one 14 are th*' ni.in 1 trust 
ALjain slie laid her h in.K up-.n mv sli<..,i i< js .lud ar on 
she pMZ(‘(l at me as she I'll.i.il.d \oU lo\. in., \.‘U 
loveint*^ Will \ on a/a ./v ’aeiiie'” I . < aild not take 
nu’ eyes oil her h. t..i. ha.l 1 m eu hei ui ihu 

mood of liuiuillt\' ami alle. tiou line, the iiioovl was 
tlie OUtC011U‘ of llNst.na hut ' .All (*1 .l sudd* n ' 
noticed rnv ardent iM/e. md sjml. d s!i;ditl\ i h< m \t 
moment, for no .ij)p.in nt pason. she h. i,, to t.dk .<1 
Asth‘y. 

She continued talking .md t .'kun; about him, hut I 
' oultl not make out ail sJk said inoi. jui tn ularK wh<n 
she was en l<MV<airm,r to t. II in< "f soiiathinr ..r otluT 
wimh liad happened n<.nil\ < in th. whole, sja* 
appeared to he kiurlunL: at A tim. for she k« pt op. at’ 
iiu; that he w'as w aitiiiL; f"i 1 m i . .uel <!id I know w )i. t k. r, 
ev.-n at that moment, Im w.ts n.)t si oMim ; I • n. .th t)i.‘ 
window '-^ ‘ Ah s \(s, !:«• IS tin re ’ sja- said " Op. n 

the w mdow , and St e il he IS not ” SIm j>u ir tl me in t hat 
‘hret tion . yet no soon* r <liti I m-.k. a mov. m. nt to dhev 
her heht st than she i>ui 4 mt<j laurht< i , an ! I r. maim d 
h( side her. and she ernl.r.K i-d iim- 

Shall we go .iwav t’» imafv. ‘ [>0 s* ntlv sIm’ ask* d, 
.IS tht)Ugh some disturhinr tiiou. 1 ei ' uro «i tt) la r 
recollet turn " How w..ulfl it h* il vo w. re to try am, I 
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overtake Grandmamma? I think we should do so at 
Berlin. And what think you she would have to say to 
us when we caught her up, and her eyes first lit upon us? 
What, too, about Mr. Astley? He would not leap from 
the Sclilangenberg for my sake! No! Of that I am 
very sure! "—and she laughed. " Do you know where 
he is going next year? He says he intends to go to 
the North Pole for scientific investigations, and has 
invited me to go with him! Ha, ha, ha! He also says 
that we Russians know nothing, can do nothing, with- 
out European help. But he is a good fellow all the same. 
For instance, he does not blame the General in the 

matter, but declares that Mile. Blanche — that love 

But no; I do not know, I do not know." She stopped 
suddenly, as though she had said her say, and were 
feeling bewildered. " What poor creatures these people 
are. How sorry I am for them, and for Grandmamma! 
Ihit when are you going to kill De Griers? Surely you 
do not intend actually to murder him? You fool! Do 
you suppose that I should allow you to fight De Griers? 
Nor sh^l you kill the Baron." Here she burst out laugh- 
ing. " How absurd you looked when you were talking 
to the Burmergelms! I was watching you all the time- 
watching you from where I was sitting. And how iin 
willing you were to go when I sent you! Oh, how I 
laughed and laughed! " 

Then she kissed and embraced me again; again she 
pressed her face to mine with tender passion. Yet 
I neither saw nor heard her, for my head was in a 
whirl. . . . 

It must have been about seven o'clock in the morning 
wlien I awoke. Daylight had come, and Polina was 
sitting by my side— a strange expression on her face, 
as though she had seen a vision and were unable to 
collect her thoughts. She too had just awoken, and 
was now staring at the money on the table. My head 
ached; it felt heavy. I attempted to take Polina's 
hand, but she pushed me from her, and leapt from the 
sofa. The dawn was full of mist, for rain had fallen, 
yet she moved to the window, opened it, and, leaning her 
elbows upon the window-sill, thnist out her head and 
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shoulders to take the air. In this position did she remain 
for several minutes* without ever looking round at me, 
or listening to what I was saying. Into my head there 
came the uneasy thought: VVhat is to hapjHm now? 
How is it all to end? Suddenly Polina rose from the 
window, approached the table” iind. looking at me 
Nvith an expression of infinite aversion, said with lips 
wliich quivered with anger: 

‘‘Well? Are you going to hand me over my fifty 
thousand francs? 

Polina, you say that aj^ain, I exclaimed. 

You have changed your mind, then? Ila, ha, ha! 
You are sorry you ever promised them? " 

On the table where, the previous night. I had rounted 
the money there still was lying the packet t)l twenty- 
five thousand florins. I hanchni it to her. 

“The francs are mine, then, are they? They are 
mine?** she inquired viciously ;is slu' balanced the 
money in her hands. 

“ Yes; they hav(‘ aluays been xours/* I saiil. 

“Then take your fifty thousand trams! “ and she 
hurled them full in my face. The packet Imrst as she 
did so, and the floor became strewed with bank notes. 
The instant that the deed was dnm* she nishc‘d fmm 
the room. 

At that moment she cannot have been in her right 
mind: yet what was the cause of h< r tiiiijKirarv aber- 
ration I CtTnnot say. For a immth past she h.ad l)een 
unwell. Yet wliat had brought about tliis present 
condition of mind alx)ve all things, this outburst ? 
Had it come of wounded pride ' Had it come of di spair 
over her decision to come to me-' Had it (omc of tie; 
fact that, presuming too much (ui my good fortune, 
I had seemed to be intending to de*-! rt her (even as 
i)e Griers liad done) when once I had givan 1 h r the 
fifty thousand francs? Hut, on my honour, I had never 
cherished any su^n intentum. Wliat w.is at fault, 1 
think, was her own pride, whicli kept urging her not to 
trust me, but, rather, to insult me ova n though she 
had not realised the fact, in her <‘ves I corresponded 
to Dc Griers, and therefore had bee n condemned for a 
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fault not wholly my own. Her mood, of late, had been 
a sort of delirium, a sort of lightheadedness— that I 
knew full well; yet never had I sufficiently taken it 
into consideration. Perhaps she would not pardon vw 
now? Ah, but this was the present. What about the 
future? Her delirium and sickness were not likely to 
make her forget what she had done in bringing me De 
(triers’ letter. No, she must have known what siie 
was doing when she brought it. 

Somehow I contrived to stuff the pile of notes and 
gold under the bed, to cover them over, and then to 
leave the room some ten minutes after Polina. I fell 
sure that she had returned to her own room ; wherefore I 
intended quietly to follow her, and to ask the nursemaid 
who opened the door how her mistress was. Judge, 
therefore, of my surprise when, meeting the domestic 
on the stairs, she informed me that Polina had not ye t 
returned, and that she (the domestic) was at that 
moment on her way to my room in quest of her! 

" Mile, left me but ten minutes ago," I said. Wliat 
can have become of her? " 

The nursemaid looked at me reproachfully. 

Already sundry nimours were flying about the hotel. 
Both in the office of the commissionaire and in that of 
the landlord it was whispered that, at seven o’clock that 
morning, the Fraiilein had left the hotel, and set off, 
despite the rain, in the direction of the Hotel d' Angle- 
terre. From words and hints let fall I could see that 
the fact of Polina having spent the night in my room 
was now public property. Also, sundry rumours were 
circulating concerning the (leneral’s family affairs. It was 
known that last night he had gone out of his mind, and 
paraded the hotel in tears; also, that the old lady who 
had arrived was his mother, and that she had come from 
Russia on purpose to forbid her son’s marriage with 
Mile, de Cominges, as well as to cut him out of her will 
if he should disobey her; also that, because he had 
disobeyed her, she had squandered all her money at 
roulette, in order to have nothing more to leave to him. 
"Oh, these Russians!" exclaimed the landlord, with 
an angry toss of the head; while the bystanders laughed 
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and the clerk betook himself to his accounts. Al^^o. 
every one had learnt about my winnings; Karl, the 
corridor lacquey, was the first to congratulate me. 
But with th(‘se folk I had nothing to div Mv business 
was to set otf at full spe<‘d to the Hotel d’Anglcterre. 

As yet it was early for Mr. Astley to rei eivt' visitors; 
l>ut as soon as he learnt that it was I who had arriveil, he 
came out into the corridor to meet nu\ and stood looking 
at me in silence with his ste(‘l-grey eyes as he \\ait<‘d 
to hear what I had to say. I inquired after Polina. 

“ She is ill,” he replied, still looking at me with his 
direct, unwavering glance. 

" And she is in your rooms? ” 

Yes, she is in my rooms.” 

“ Then you are minded to keep lu r tie re? ” 

“ Yes, I am minded to keep lu r th<Te.” 

“ But, Mr. Astley, that will raist* a m .mdal. It (uight 
not to be allowed. Ihsidcs, she is ver> ill. Perhaps 
you had not remarked that " ” 

“ Yes, I have. It was / who tohi you about it. Had 
she not been ill, she would not ha\e* gone au<l spent the 
night with you.” 

“ Then you know all about it " 

” Yes; for last night she was to liave ae a om])anied 
me to the house of a relative* of nniuv Unfortunate ly, 
being ill, she made a mistake, ami went to vour rooms 
instead.” 

“ Indeed? Then I wish y«m joy, Mr. Astle v. Apropos, 
you liave reminded me* of some thing. We re \ eui bene ath 
my window last night? kvery moment Mile*. Polina 
kept telling me to open the windeiw and se e if you wa re 
there*; after which she always smih'd.” 

" Indeed? No, I was not there; but I waiting 
in the corridor, and walking about the hotel. 

” She ought to see a doctor, yon know, Mr, Astley. 

“ Yes, she ought. I have se*nt for one, and, if she 
(lies, I shall hold you responsible*.” 

This surprised me. 

“ Pardon me,” I replied, ” but what do you mean . 

” Never mind. Tell me if it is trm* 
vou w'on two hundred thousand tliah rs? 
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“ N(j; I w(jn a hundred thousand florins." 

" Go/)d heavens! 1 In^n I suppose you will be off t-, 
Paris tins morning? " 

“ W liv? " 

all Russians who have grown rich g(j tn 
Pans," explained Astlcy. as though he had read th. 
fa( t in a bduk. 

'■ But wliat could 1 do in Paris in summer time?- I 
love her, Mr. Astley! Surely you know that? " 

“ Indeed? I arn sure tliat you do not. Monovtr, 
if you w(‘rc to stay hci(\ you would lose everything that 
\<)ii possiss, and have nothing left with whieii to })a\ 
\our expenses in Paris. Well, good-bye now. I Am 1 
sure that to-day will se(‘ you gone from here." 

“ Good bye. P>ut I am not going to Paris. Likewis« 
- pardon me what is to liecuine of this family^ I 
mean that the alfair of the Gem'nd and Mlh*. Polina uill 
soon 1 k' all over tlu* toun." 

“ I d.iK s.i\'; yet I liardly suppose that tliat will break 
the General’s laxirt. Morc'over, Mile. Polina has .i 
p<‘ifect right to live wlaae she chooses. In short, we 
may say that, as a family, this family has (:eas(‘d to 
exist." 

I departed, ami found myself smiling at the English- 
man’s strange assurance tliat I should soon be k'aviiig 
for Palis, “ 1 suj)posc he means to shoot me in a duel 
should Polina die. Yes, that is what he intends to 
do," Now, although 1 wms honesll\' sorry for Polina, 
it is a hut that, fiom th(' moment when, the previous 
night, I laid approached the gaming-tabk‘, and begun 
to rake in the pack(‘ts of bank-notes, my lovti for lu i 
liad (‘nt(‘r(‘d u{)on a luwv plane. Yes, I can say that 
now; although, at the time, I was b<irely conscious of it 
W as I, then, at heart a gamiiler? Did I, after all, love 
J’ohna not so very much? No. no! As God is m\ 
witness, 1 loved her! bwen wla ii 1 w'as nUuming home 
liom Mr. Astk y’s my suffering was genuim‘, and my S(‘lf- 
iej)ioai'h sincere. lEit presently I was to go through an 
e.xceeilingly strange and ugly experience. 

I was pioceeding to tlu* (leneraks rooms when 1 heard 
a dooi near me open, and a voice call me by name. It 
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was Mlle/s mother, tlie Widow d(‘ Commit s, who w.is 
inviting me, in her daiightei V na?iu\ to enter. 

1 did so; wliCreupon I lieaid a laiif^h and a httlf ei\ 
proceed from the ])edrooin (the pan ovcupu'd a Miite of 
two apaitments), where Mile, Fdaiu he w.is )ust aiisini: 

“Ah, cVst lui! \dens, doiu hete' K it tnie th.tt 
you have won <i mountain of t^old and silvei ^ 1‘aunerai'' 
mieiix Tor.’' 

“ Yes." I re]di(‘d with a smile. 

“ How much ^ 

“ A hundred thousand iloims “ 

“ Hibi, coinme tii (s Ixle! Conn in lit m‘. foi I t an l 
hear you where you are now Nous f. ions hoinh.inct'. 
n’tst'CC pas? " 

iCntering Ikt room, 1 found h« i lolhuL; undi i a j>ink 
satin coverl' t. and rt've.JuiL; a jMii td suaiths. woielei 
tully healtli\’ shoiildois shoiildeis mu ii as oiu sn s ni 
(Irt'.'iins shoulders toveretl ovt i wiih a whitr (aiiihii' 
nightgown whit'll, tiiiiuiied with l.u», st».od (uit, in 
striking ri'lief, against tlw' d.u km ss ,,f l.ri 'l.in 

“ Mon fils, as-tu du « o m ' sli,- (‘ad w l,f n shr • is*. 
me, anti then guteh'd. !hi laindi i‘ad al\v.'.s 1 m(U a 
vcr\' cheerful one, and at tiiiu s n * \ ( n soun !* <1 mum n* 

“ lout autlt - ” I began, p.il.iphl.isu. ' < onuilla 
“ See liere," sgr piattletl on \">‘ a -< lo h l'<i in\ 

sto' kings, and ]iel}> me to dirss An ■ 'a tii n’* s pa- 

tloji bcte, je te pltnd^ .i f\ois i .11, ]r‘ l tiU. 1 « ' iik 
tell \on “ 

“ 'I Ills mtinu'iil ^ 

In lialf an hour 

True ent)Ugh, e\ er \ tiling st', nd r< ><\\ paa k' d t' ’nk-. 

]'-oi tmanleaux, and all ( ollee ii.-i I* ai ' ' n i \ < d 

“ hdi bien, tu \<'!ra^ Ikuis Ik d* aa . > |u • ^ * jia* 

< ’est (|u’un ' iitt liitol ' ^ lu <’.t. tan 1-' t< (ju.uid t;i 
rtais ‘uttlnltd.’ \\ la-n ait‘ i!'\ st(,(kinr‘'' Tl< •• ' 

la lp me to tlress ” 

And silt* liftt'd up a n .il!\ lavsliing toot sinali, 
swartliy, and ntit inisshapon iila I'a niaioiitv of f's t 
whirh look dainty onK in hottiius I ktugiied. ami 
st.u ted to tb aw on tt> t lit hjtit .i ^ dk king, wink- N, lie, 
Idanclic s<it on tlie edgt* id the I, and t h.itlan d 



The Gambler 


284 

Eh bien, que feras-tu si je te prends avec moi ? First 
of all I must have fifty thousand francs, and you shall 
give them to me at Frankfurt. Then we will go on to 
Paris, where we will live together, et je te ferai voir des 
6toiles en plein jour. Yes, you shall see such women as 
your eyes have never lit upon/' 

" Stop a moment. If I were to give you those fifty 
thousand francs, what should I have left for myself? " 

“ Another hundred thousand francs, please to re- 
member. Besides, I could live with you in your rooms 
for a month, or even for two, or even for longer. But it 
would not take us more than two months to get through 
fifty thousand francs; for, look you, je suis bonne 
enfante, ct tu verras des etoiles, you may be sure." 

" What ? You mean to say that we should spend the 
whole in two months? " 

"Certainly. Does that surprise you very much? 
Ah, vil esclave! Why, one month of that life would be 
Ixdtcr than all your previous existence. One month — 
et apres, le deluge! Mais tu ne peux comprendre. Va! 
Away, awayl You are not worth it. — Ah, que 
fais-tu? " 

For, while drawing on the other stocking, I had felt 
constrained to kiss her. Immediately she shrunk back, 
kicked me in the face with her toes, and turned me neck 
and crop out of the room. 

" hdi bien, mon * utchitel'," she called after me, " je 
t'attends, si tu veux. I start in a quarter of an hour’s 
time." 

I returned to my own room with my head in a whirl. 
It was not my fault that Polina had thrown a packet in 
my face, and preferred Mr. Astiey to myself. A few 
bank-notes were still fluttering about the floor, and I 
picked them up. At that moment the door opened, and 
the landlord a{)peared — a person who, until now, had 
never bestowed upon me so much as a glance. He had 
come to know if I would prefer to move to a lower floor — 
to a suite wliich had just been tenanted by Count V. 

For a moment I reflected. 

" No! " I shouted. " My account, please, for in ten 
minutes I shall be gone." 
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“ To Paris, to Paris! ” I added to niv'self. “ Evrry 
man of birth must make her acquaintiince/* 

Within a quarter of im hour all three of us were s<'ated 
in a family compartment — Mile. Blanche, the Widow 
de Cominges. and myself. Mlk*. kept laughing hysteric- 
ally as she looked at me, and M.uLtine re-echo(Hl her; 
but / did not feel so cheerful. My life had broken in two, 
and yesterday had infectetl me with a habit of staking 
iny all upon a card. Although it might be that 1 Inul 
failed to win my stake, that I had K>st my sens<‘s, that 1 
desired nothing better, I felt that the scen<‘ was to be 
changed only /c»r a time, “ Within a month from now,” 

I kept thinking to myself. ” 1 shall lx* back again in 
Koulettenberg; and then I im'an to have it out with 
vou, Mr. Astley!*’ Yt‘s, as now 1 look back at things, 1 
remember that I felt greatly depiesa'd, despite the 
absurd gigglings of the egregious Blanche. 

“ What is the matter with you ? 1 low dull you are ! 

she cried at length as she interrupted her laughter to take 
mo seriously to task. 

Come, come! We an* going to s|H‘nd your two 
hundred thousand francs for you, et tu seras heuienx 
comme un petit roi. 1 myself will tie yotir tie for you, 
and introduce you to Horl(‘ns<*. And win n w<* have 
spent your money you shall r< turn here, and break the 
bank again. Wliat did those two J( ws tell you? that 
the thing most needed is daring, and that you posst ss 
it. ('onse<piently this is not the first time that yem will 
he hurrying to Pans with money m vour |>ocket. ^uaiit 
a moi, je veux cimiuante mille trains de rente, et 
alors 

” But what about the (ieneral .*' 1 interrupted. 

"The General? You know W( 11 enough that at 
about this hour every day he got s to buy me a hompiet. 
On this occasion I took care to tt‘ll hnn that he must 
hunt for the choicest t)f llowtTs; and wlitni he returns 
home the poor fellow will find the bird flown! iWihly 
lie may take wing in jairsuit ha. ha, ha^ And if 
I shall not be sorry, for he could he ful tt> me m 1 ans, 
and Mr. Astley will pay his debts here 

In this manner did I depart for the (lay City. 

♦ v 7U 
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Of Paris what am I to say ? The whole proceeding was 
a delirium, a madness. I spent a little over three weeks 
there, and, during that time, saw my hundred thousand 
francs cornc to an end. I speak only of the one hundred 
thousand francs, for the other hundred thousand I gave 
to Mile. Blanche in pure cash. That is to say, I handed 
her fifty thousand francs at Frankfurt, and, three days 
later (in Paris), advanced her another fifty thousand 
on note of hand. Nevertheless a week had not elapsed 
before she came to me for more money. " Et les cent 
mille francs qui nous restent,*' she added, “ tu les 
niangeras avec moi, mon utchitel." Yes, she always 
called me her “ utchitel." A person more economical, 
grasping, and moan than Mile. Blanche one could not 
imagine. But this was only as regards her own money. 
My hundred thousand francs (as she explained to me 
later) she needed to set up her establishment in Paris, 
“ so that once and for all I may be on a decent footing, and 
proof against any stones which may be thrown at me — 
at all events for a long time to come." Nevertheless I 
saw nothing of those hundred thousand francs, for my 
own purse (which she inspected daily) never managed 
to amass in it more than a hundred francs at a time; 
and generally the sum did not reach even that figure. 

What do you want with money? " she would say 
to me with air of absolute simplicity ; and I never dis- 
puted the point. Nevertheless, though she fitted out 
her flat very badly with the money, the fact did not 
prevent her from saying when, later, she was showing 
me over the rooms of her new abode: See what care 
and taste can do with the most wretched of means! " 
However, her “ wretchedness " had cost fifty thousand 
francs, while with the remaining fifty thousand she 
purchased a carriage and horses. Also, we gave a couple 
of balls — evening parties attended by Hortense and 
Lisette and Cl^opatre, who were women remarkable 
both for the number of their liaisons and (though only 
in some cases) for their good looks. At these reunions 
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I had to play the part of host— to meet and entertain 
fat mercantile parvenus who were impossible by reason 
of their rudeness and brag^^adocio, colonels of various 
kinds, hungry authors, and journalistic hacks: all of 
whom disported themselves in fiishionable tailcoats and 
pale yellow gloves, and displayed such an aggregate 
of conceit and gasconade as would be unthinkable even 
in St. Petersburg — which is saying a great deal! They 
used to try to make fun of me, but I would console 
myself by drinking champagne, and then lolling in a 
retiring-room. Nevertheless 1 found it deadly work. 

" C’est un utchitel,'" Blanche would say of me, " qui a 
gagn^deux cent mille francs, and but for me, would have 
liad not a notion how to spend them. Presently he will 
have to return to his tutoring. Dot^s any t»nc know of a 
vacant post? You know, one must do something for 
him.*' I had the more frequent nu ourse to champagne 
in that I constantly felt depressed and bored, owing to 
the fact that I was living in tlie most bourge ois com- 
mercial milieu imaginable - a milieu wluTein every sou 
was counted and grudged. Indeed, two wc c'ks had not 
elapsed before I perceived tliat Hlanrhe had no real 
affection for me, even though she dnssc'd me in elegant 
clothes, and lierself tied mv tu' (‘ach ilay. In short, 
she utterly despised me. Hut that caused me no roiv 
cern. Bhis6 and inert, I spent my evi nings generally 
at the Oiateau deh Fleurs, where 1 wtmld get fuddled 
and then dance the cancan (which, in that establish- 
ment, was a very indecent performance) with ('•( lal. At 
length the time ( ame when Hl.inchc had drained my 
]>urse dry. She had conceivrd an !d(\'i that, during the 
term of our residence together, it would be well li 1 w'<’re 
always to walk behind her with a paper and pencil, m 
order to jot down exactly what she hp^nt. and what slie 
had saved —what she was paying out, and what sin* w;is 
laying by. Well, of course I could not fail to be aware 
that this would entail a battle owr every ten fr.incs; so, 
although for every possible olqection tliat I might make 
she had prepared a suitable answer. sh<! s<x)n saw that 
1 made no objections, and tlerefore had to start 
disputes herself. That is to say, she would burst out 
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into tirades which were met only with silence as I lolled on 
a sofa and stared fixedly at the ceiling. This greatly sur- 
prised her. At first she imagined that it was due merely 
to the fact that I was a fool, un utchitel wherefon* 
she would break off her harangue in the belief that, being 
too stupid to understand, I was a hopeless case. Then 
she would leave the room, but return, ten minutes later, 
to resume the contest. This continued throughout her 
squandering of my money— a squandering altogether 
out of proportion to our means. An example is th(' 
way in which she changed her first pair of horses for 
a pair whi('ii cost sixteen thousand francs. 

“ Hibi,” she said on the latter occasion as she 
approached me, " surely you are not angry? 

“ No-o-o: I am merely tired,” was my reply as I 
pushed her from me. This seemed to her so curious 
that straightway she seated herself by my side. 

“ You see,” she went on, ” I derided to spend so much 
upon these horses only because 1 can easily sell them 
again. They would go at any time for twenty thousand 
francs.” 

“ Yes, yes. They are splendid horses, and you have 
got a splendid turn-out. I am quite content. Let me 
hear no more of the matter.” 

” Then you are not angry? ” 

” No. Why should I be? You are wise to provid<‘ 
yourself with what you need, for it will all come in handy 
in the future. Yes, I quite see the necessity of youi 
establishing yourself on a good basis, for without ii 
you will never earn your million. My hundred thousaiul 
francs I look upon merely as a beginning — as a mere 
drop in the bucket.” 

Blanclie, who had by no means expected such declara- 
tions from me, but, rather, an uproar and protests, was 
rather taken aback. 

” Well, well, what a man you are! ” she exclaimed. 
” Mais tu as I’esprit pour comprendre. Sais-tu, mon 
gar^on, although you are a tutor, you ought to have 
been born a prince. Are you not sorry that your money 
should be going so quickly? ” 

" No. The qui<'ker it goes the better.” 
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Mais — sais-tu — mais dis done, are you rt'ullv rich? 
Mais sais-tu, you have too much contempt for money. 
()u'cst-ce que tu feras dis done r 

“ Apr^s, I shall go to Hoinburg. ;ind win anuther 
hundred thousand francs.'’ 

*' Oui, oui, e'est c'ot magnihque! Ah, 1 know 
you will win them, and bring them to mo when you 
liave done so. Dis done — you will end by making me 
love you. Since you are what you are, 1 mean to love 
you all the time, and never to Le unfaitldul to yon. 
You see, I have not loved you lx foie parce que jt* 
croyais que tu n'es qu’un utchitel {quel(|ue chose comme 
un lacquais, n’est-ce pas?) Vet ail tlie turn* 1 have 
Ix'en true to you, parce que je suis boniu* lille." 

You lie! " 1 interrupted. “ Did 1 not set* vou, the 
other day, witli Albert — with that blat k-jowlrd ollicer ^ *' 
“ Oh, oh! Mais tu <s- 

“ Yes, you are lying light enough. Ihit what mak< 
you sup|X>se that I should bo angiyr Rubbish! 11 
faut que jeunesse se passe. Rven if that ofluer were 
here now, 1 should refrain fiom juitting him out of the 
room if 1 thought you really caied for him. Only, mind 
you, do not give him any of mv money. Y(;u heari^ ” 

" You say, do you, that you would not Ih‘ .mgrv^ 
M.iis tu es un vrai phiIoso|)h<‘, sais tu^ Oui, un viai 
philosophe! Eh bien, je t’aimeiai, j»* t'aimerai. lu 
verras — tu seras content." 

True enough, from that tim<‘ onward she s<Tmed to 
attach herself only to me, ami in this inanm*r we sp nt 
our last t<‘n days together. 1 he jircimised " <^*toiles " 
I did not see, but in other rt-spects she, l(» a ceitain 
< xtent, kept her word. Moreover, slie mtoniucasl me 
to Hortense, who was a reimirkabir woman m ii<*r way, 
and known junong us as Th('*r<'se Philosophe. 

But I need not enlarge further, for to d(i so would 
require a story to itself, and entail a colouring which 
I am loth to impart to the present narrative. J he point 
is that with all my faculties I d< Mrr<l tlie ( piscnlc to 
come to an end as speedily its pfissible. I >nfoilunat<’ly, 
our hundred thousand francs liisted us, as I have said, 
for very nearly a month— which greatly surprised me. 
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At all events Blanche bought herself articles to the tune 
of eighty thousand francs, and the rest sufficed just to 
meet our expenses of living. Towards the close of the 
affair Blanciie grew almost frank with me (at least, she 
scarcely lied to me at all)— declaring, amongst other 
things, that none of the debts which she had been obliged 
to incur were going to fall upon my head. “ I haw* 
purposely refrained from making you responsible for 
my bills or borrowings,*' she said, " for the reason that 
I am sorry for you. Any other woman in my place 
would have done so, and have let you go to prison. 
See, then, how much I love you, and how goodhearted 
I ami Think, too, what this accursed marriage with 
the General is going to cost mel " 

True enough, tlie marriage took place. It did so 
at the close of her and my month together, and I am 
bound to suppose that it was upon the ceremony that 
the last remnants of my money were spent. With it the 
episode — that is to say, my sojourn with the French- 
woman — came to an end, and I formally retired from 
the scene. 

It happened thus. A week after we had taken up 
our abode in Paris there arrived thither the General. 
He came straight to see us, and thenceforward lived 
with us practically as our guest, though he had a flat 
of his own as well. Blanche met him with merr^ 
l)adinage and laughter, and even threw her arms around 
him. In fact, she managed it so that he had to follow 
everywhere in her train — whether when promenading 
on the Boulevards, or when driving, or when going to 
the theatre, or wiien paving calls; and this use which 
she made of him quite satisfied the General. Still of 
imposing appearance and presence, as well as of fair 
height, he had a dyed moustache and w'hiskers (he had 
fonnerly been in the cuirassiers), and a handsome, 
though a somewhat wrinkled, face. Also, his manners 
were excellent, and he could carry a frockcoat well — 
the more so since, in Paris, he took to wearing his orders. 
To promenade the Boulevards with such a man was not 
only a thing possible, but also, so to speak, a thing 
advisable; mid with this programme the good, but 
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foolish, General had not a fault to find. The truth is 
that he had never counted ujx)n this programme when 
he came to Paris to seek us out. On that occasion he 
had made his appearance nearly shaking with terror, for 
he had supposed that Blanche would at once raise ai\ 
outcry, and have him put from the door; wherefore he 
was the more enraptured at the turn that things had 
tiiken, and s|X'nt the month in a state of sensehss 
ecstasy. Already I had le«uTit that, after our unexpected 
departure from Roulettenlx'rg, he had had a stut of a 
tit — that he had fallen into a swoon, and s]X'nt a week 
in a sjxcies of garrulous deliiium. Doctors had Ixvn 
summoned to him, but he had bioken away from them, 
and suddenly taken train to Pans. Of coiii'se Blanche's 
reception of him had acted as the best of all possjbh* 
cures, but for long enough h(‘ carried the maiks of lus 
affliction, dosjute his prt'S<‘nt condition of raptuie and 
delight. To think cleaily, or even to e ngage in any 
serious conversation, had now Income im|Hjssih]e for 
him; he could only ejacukitc* aftei each woid " Hm! ” 
and then nod his head in conlinnation. Sometina ». 
also, he would laugh, but only in a lu rvous, hysterical 
sort of a fasliion; while at otlicr times he would foi 
hours looking as black as nigld. with liis heavy cyebiov.s 
knitted. Of much that went on he remaira I wholly 
oblivious, for he grew extionaly ahsent-mnaled, aral 
took to talking to hinis» If. Onlv P^lanche conld awakt* 
him to any semblance (d life. Ills fits of d(‘j>n ssion and 
moodiiu in corners always m<‘ant either that he had 
not seen her for sona* whih‘, or th.it she had gone out 
witiiout taking him with her. or tli.it she* had omitted to 
caress him befon* departing When in this rourliiinii 
he would refuse to sa\’ what lie w.inted, lair had he the 
least idea that he was thus sulking and moping. Next, 
after remaining in this condition for an bout or two (this 
I remarked on two occasions when P>lanela‘ laid g<»ne 
out for the dav -probably to s( c Albert), he wraild U gin 
to look about liim, and to grow uneasy, and to huriy 
alx>ut with an air as though he had sinhlenly remem- 
bered something, and must try ami find it ; after which, 
not perceiving the object of Ins search, nor succeeding 
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in recalling what that object had been, he would as 
suddenly relapse into oblivion, and continue so until 
the reappearance of Blanche — merry, wanton, half- 
dressed, and laughing her strident laugh as she ap- 
proached to pet him, and even to kiss him (though the 
latter reward he seldom received). Once he was so 
overjoyed at her doing so that he burst into tears. Even 
I myself was surprised. 

From the first moment of his arrival in Paris Blanche 
set herself to plead with me on his behalf; and at sucli 
times she even rose to heights of eloquence — saying that 
it was for me she had abandoned him, though she had 
almost become his betrothed and promised to become 
so; that it was for her sake he had deserted his family; 
that, having been in his service, I ought to remember 
the fact, and to feel ashamed. To all this I would say 
nothing, however much she chattered on ; until at length 
I would burst out laughing, and the incident would come 
to an end (at first, as I have said, she had thought me a 
fool, but since she had come to deem me a man of sense and 
sensibility). In short, I had the happiness of calling her 
better nature into play; for though, at first, I had not 
deemed her so, she was, in reality, a kind-hearted woman 
— after her own fashion. You are good and clever,*' 
she said to me towards the finish, " and my one regret 
IS that you are also so wrong-headed. You will never 
be a ricli man! *’ “ Un vrai Russe — un Kalmuk ” she 

usually called me. 

Several times she sent me to give the General an 
airing in the streets, even as she might have done with a 
lacquey and her spaniel; but I preferred to take him to 
the theatre, to the Bal Mabille, and to restaurants. For 
this purpose she usually allowed me some money, 
though the General had a little of his own, and enjoyed 
taking out his purse before strangers. Once I had to 
use actual force to prevent him from buying a phaeton 
at a price of sevTii hundred francs, after a vehicle luid 
('aught his fancy in the Palais Royal as seeming to be a 
desirable present for Blanche. What could she have 
doin' with a seven-hundred-franc phaeton? — and the 
(icneral possessed in the world but a thousand francs! 
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1 he origin even of those francs I could never determine, 
but imagined them to have emanated from Mr. Astley— 
the more so since the latter had paid the familv’s hotel 
bill. As for what view tlie General twk t)f liu’self, I 
tliink that ho never divined the footing on winch 1 stood 
with Blanche. True, he had heard, in a dim si^rt of wa\', 
that I had won a good deal of imniey; but more prob- 
ably he supposed me to be acting as sec ret a r\* or even 
as a kind of servant — to his inamorata. .\t all events he 
continued to address me in his old haughtv stvh‘. as mv 
superior. At times he even tcx)k it uj^nn himself to scold 
me. One morning, in particular, he startc^l to snt t r at 
me over our matutinal c'offec. Tlnmgh not a man prone 
to take offence. h«* suddenlv, and for stune n*ason of 
which to this day I am ignorant, fell out with me. Of 
( oursc even he himself did not know the reason. To put 
things shortly, he began a spt‘(Hli which had neither be- 
ginning nor ending, and cried out, a batons rompns, that 
I w'iis a boy whom he would soon put to rights and so 
forth, €ind so forth. Yet no one could understand what 
he was saying, and at length Blanche explod«*d m .i burst 
of laughter. Idnally something appeased him, and he 
was taken out for his walk. Mon' than one c‘. however. I 
noticed that his deprc'ssion was growing upon him; that 
he seemed to be feeling the want of soniebodv or some- 
thing; that, despite Blanehe’s jin st nee, In* was missing 
some person in particular. Twi< c. on the se occasions, 
did he plunge into a conversation with m<‘, tliough he 
could not make? hirnsc*!! int<lhgibl«‘. and onlv went 
on rambling about the service’, his j.itr wife*, Ins he)me*, 
and Ills prope'rty. I'A’ery now .in<l tln*n, also, some* 
j)articular word would please him , win rvuj>on he would 
n-peat it a hundre'd time’s in the? elav e ven though tin* 
word happened to express neither his thoughts nor Ins 
feelings. Again, 1 would try tei ge‘t him to talk alxmt 
his children, but always he? rut me short in his old 
snappish way, and passed to anotln r snl^je’ct " Ye*s, 
yes — my children,” was all that I < enild extract freun Inm. 
” Yes, you are right in what vem have* said about the*m.” 
Onl\ r)ncc did he elise lose ln'> re al fee lings. I hat was 
when we were taking Inm tc) the th* at re*, and suddenly he 
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exclaimed: " My unfortunate children! Yes, sir, they 
are unfortunate children/' Once, too, when I chanced 
to mention Polina, he grew quite bitter against her. 

She is an ungrateful woman! " he exclaimed. ** She 
is a bad and ungrateful woman! She has broken up a 
family. If there were laws here, I would have her 
impaled. Yes, I would." As for De Griers, the General 
would not have his name mentioned. " He has ruined 
me," he would say. " He has robbed me, and cut my 
throat. For two years he was a perfect nightmare to 
me. For months at a time he never left me in my 
dreams. Do not speak of him again." 

It was now clear to me that Blanche and he were on 
the point of coming to terms: yet, true to my usual 
custom, I said nothing. At length Blanche took the 
initiative in explaining matters. She did so a week 
before we parted. 

" II a dc la chance," she prattled; " for the Grand- 
mother is now really ill, and therefore bound to die. Mr. 
Astlcy has just sent a telegram to say so, and you will 
agree with me that the General is likely to be her heir. 
Even if he should not be so, he will not come amiss, since, 
in the first place, he has his pension, and, in the second 
place, he will be content to live in a back room ; whereas 
I shall be Madame General, and get into a good circle of 
society " (she was always thinking of this) " and become 
a Russian chatelaine. Yes, I shall have a mansion of 
my own, and peasants, and a million of money at my 
back." 

" But, suppose he should prove jealous? Pie might 
demand all sorts of things, you know. Do you follow 
me? " 

" Oh, dear no I How ridiculous that would be of him! 
Besides, I have taken measures to prevent it. You 
need not be alarmed. That is to say, I have induced 
him to sign notes of hand in Albert’s name. Conse- 
quently, at any time I could get him punished. Isn't 
he ridiculous? " 

" Very well, then. Marry him." 

And, in truth, she did so — though the marriage was 
a family one only, and involved no pomp or ceremony. 
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In fact, she invited to the nuptials none but Albert and 
a few other fnends. Hortense. CI6opatrc, and tlie ri'st 
she kept firmly at a distance. As for the bridegroom, he 
took a great interest in his new jx^sition. Blanche her- 
self tied his tie, ^d Blanche herself pomackxl him: with 
the result that, in his frocki oat and whit(‘ waistcoat he 
looked quite comme il faut. 

“ II est, pourtant. /r x comme il faut/’ Blanche 
remarked when slie issued from his r()om, as though the 
idea that ho was ‘7r/s comme il faut ” had imj^n^ssed even 
her. I or myself, I had so little knowledge of tlu* minor 
details of the affair, and took part in it so much as a 
supine spectator, that I have forgotten most of what 
passed on this occasion. I only renu inher that Blanche 
and the Widow figured at it, not as *' de Cominges ” hnt 
as “ du Placet/* Why they had hitherto been ” de 
Cominges** I do not know: I only know tluit this en- 
tirely satisfied the General- that he hked the name " du 
Placet ** even better than he had liked the name ” de 
Cominges." On the morning of the wedding he pa<ed 
the salon in his gala attire, and kept repeating to himself 
with an air of great gravity and importance; ” Mile. 
Blanche du Placet ! Mile. Blanche du Pl.u i‘t. du Placet I ’* 
He beamed with satisfaction as he did so Jkjth in the 
church and at the wedding breakfast he nunained, not 
only pleased and contented, but even proud. She too 
underwent a change, for now she assumed an air <»f 
added dignity. 

" I must behave altogether differently," she con- 
fided to me with a serious air. " Yet, mark you, 
there is a tiresome circumstance of whu h 1 had nev<*r 
before thought — which is, h'*w best to pic)nouna* my 
new family name. Zagorianski, Zagf^/ianski, Madame 
la G^n^ralc de Sago, Madame la (i<!'nf*riile de Fourteen 
Consonants — oh, these infernal I^ussian niunes! The 
Uisi of them would \yc the Ixst to use, don't you think? " 

At length the time had come for us to part, and 
Blanche, the egregious Blanche, shed real tears as she 
took her leave of me. " Tu 6tais l)on enfant," she said 
with a sob. ** Je te croyais bete, (*t lu en avals Fair, 
but it suited you." Then, having given me a final 
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handshake, she exclaimed, “Attends!”; whereafter, 
running into her boudoir, she brought me thence two 
thousand-franc notes, I could scarcely believe my 
eyes! “They may come in handy for you,” she 
explained; “ for, though you are a very learned tutor, 
you are a very stupid man. More than two thousand 
francs, however, I am not going to give you, for the 
reason that, if I did so, you would gamble them all away. 
Now good-bye. Nous serons tou jours bons amis, and 
if you win again, do not fail to come to me, et tu seras 
heureux,“ 

I myself had still five hundred francs left, as well as 
a watch worth a thousand francs, a few diamond studs, 
and so on. Consequently, I could subsist for quite a 
length of time without particularly bestirring myself. 
Purposely I have taken up my abode where I am now 
'])artly to pull myself together, and partly to wait for 
Mr. Astlcy, who, I have learnt, will soon be here for a 
day or so on business. Yes, I know that, and then — 
and then I shall go to Homburg. But to Roulctten- 
berg I shall not go until next year, for they say it is 
bad to try one's luck twice in succession at a table. 
Moreover, Homburg is where the best play is carried on. 


XVII 

It is a year and eight months since I last looked at inese 
not('s of mine. I do so now only because, being over- 
whelmed with depression, I wish to distract my mind 
by reading them through at random. I left them off 
at the point where I was just going to Homburg. My 
God, with what a light heart (comparatively speaking) 
did I write the concluding lines! — though, it may be, 
not so much with a light heart as with a measure of 
self-confidence and unquenchable hope. At that time 
had I any doubts of myself? Yet behold me now. 
Scarcely a year and a half have passed, yet I am in a 
worse position than the meanest beggar. But what 
a beggar? A fig for beggary! I have ruined myself 
—that is all. Nor is there anything with which I can 
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compare there is no moral which it would bi^ of 

any use for you to read to me. At the present moment 
nothing could well be more incongnjoiis than a moral. 
Oh, you self-satisfied persons who, in your unctuous 
pride, are for ever ready to mouth vour maxims — if 
only you knew how fully I nuself comprehend the 
hordidness of my present state, \'ou would not trouble 
to wag your tongues at me! What could you say to 
me that I do not already know? Wtll. wheiein lies 
my difficulty? It lies in tht‘ fa< t that by a single turn 
of a roulette wheel everytliing, h>r m(\ Ims lH‘come 
changed. Yet, had things Ixdallen otheiwise, th(‘se 
moralists would have been among tia* first (yes, 1 feel 
pi‘rsuaded of it) to approacli me with fiien<lly jests ami 
congratulations. Yes. they wouM ne\'<‘r ha\e turned 
from me as they are d<hng now' A hg toi all of them! 
What am I? I am zero- nothing. What shall I be 
to-morrow? I may be risen from the dead, and hay<‘ 
begun life anew. For still I may iiiMover the man 
in myself, if only my manhootl has not be( ome utterly 
shattered. 

I went, I say, to lloinburg. but aftei wards went also 
to Roulettenberg, as well as to Spa and Had(*n; in 
which latter place, for a time, I a* t<sl .is val' t to a 
certain rascal of a Fnvv Councillor, bv name Heint/a*, 
who until lately was .iNn mv mast« r hen*. Yes, hu 
five months I lived mv life with I.n<pie\s! Ihat w.is 
just after I had come out of lvoul<‘ttc*nb(*rg prison, 
where I had lain for a small debt whi( h I owed Out 
of that prison I was bailerl l)v i>\ wIioiiO Hy Mr. 
Astley? By Polina? I do not know. At all (‘vaunts 
the debt was paid to the tune of twr) humlred thalers, 
and I sallied forth a free man. Hut what w.is I to <lo 
with m^^elf? In iny dilemma I had letomse to tins 
Heintze, who was a young srapegra<e, and the s^irt of 
man who could speak and wiite three languages. At 
first 1 acted as his secretary, at a salary of thirty giihhai 
a month, but afterwanis I beeaine his lacquey, for the 
reason that he could not alford to kerp a secretary • 
only an unpaid servant. I had nothing e|s(.‘ tc) turn 
to, so I remained with him, and allowed myself to 
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become his flunkey. But by stinting myself in meat 
and drink I saved, during my five months of service, 
some seventy gulden; and one evening, when we were 
at Baden, I told him that I wished to resign my post, 
and then hastened to betake myself to roulette. Oh, 
how my heart beat as I did sol No, it was not the 
money that I valued: what I wanted was to make all 
this mob of Heintzes, hotel proprietors, and fine ladies 
of Baden talk about me, recount my story, wonder at 
me, extol my doings, and worship my winnings. True, 
these were childish fancies and aspirations, but who 
knows but that I might meet Polina, and be able to 
tell her everything, and see her look of surprise at the 
fact that I had overcome so many adverse strokes of 
fortune. No, I had no desire for money for its own 
sake, for I was perfectly well aware that I should only 
squander it upon some new Blanche, and spend another 
three weeks in Paris after buying a pair of horses which 
had cost sixteen thousand francs. No, I never believed 
myself to be a hoarder; in fact, I knew only too well 
that I was a spendthrift. And already, with a sort 
of fear, a sort of sinking, in my heart, I could hear the 
cries of the croupiers — “ Trente et un, rouge, impair 
et passe,” ” Quarte, noir, pair et manque”! How 
greedily I gazed upon the gaming-table, with its scat- 
tered louis dor, ten-giildon pieces, and thalers; upon 
the streams of gold iis they issued from the croupier's 
hands, and piled themselves up into heaps of gold 
scintillating as fire; u|X)n the ell-long rolls of silver 
lying around the croupier. Even at a distance of two 
rooms I could hear the chink of that money — so much 
so tliat I nearly fell into convulsions. 

Ah, the evening when I took those seventy gulden 
to the gaming table w;is a memorable one for me. I 
began by staking ten gulden ujx)n passe. For passe 
I had always had a sort of predilection, yet I lost my 
stake upon it. This left me with sixty gulden in silver. 
After a moment’s thought I selected zero — beginning 
by staking five gtllden at a time. Twice I lost, but the 
third round suddenly brought up the desired coup. I 
could almost have died with joy as I received my one 
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hundred and seventy-five gulden. Indeed, 1 have been 
less pleased when, in former times, I have won a hundred 
thousand gulden. Losing no time, 1 staktHl another 
hundred gulden upon the red, and won; two hundred 
upon the red, and won; four hundre<l upon the black, 
and won; eight hundred upon manque, and won. Thus, 
with the addition of the remainder of niy origiiuil capital, 
1 found myself possessed, within five minutes, of seven- 
teen hundred gulden ! Ah, at such moments one forgets 
both oneself and ones former lailviies! This I Inid 
gained by risking my ver>- life. I had dared so to risk, 
and, behold, again I was a member of mankind! 

I went and hired a room. I shut myself up in it, and 
sat counting my money until three o’clock in the 
morning. To think that when I awokt' on the morrow, 
I was no lac<|uey! I decid<‘d to leave at once for Ih m- 
burg. There I should neitlier have to serve as a footman 
nor to lie in prison. Half an hour Ixdorc starting I went 
and ventured a couple of stakes- no more; with the 
result that, in all, I lost fifteen Inindnal florins. Never- 
theless I proceeded to Homburg, and have now been 
there for a month. 

Of course I am living in constant trepidation jilaying 
for the smallest of stakes, and always looking out for 
something — calculating, standing whole days by the 
gaming-tables to watch the play— even su ing that play 
in my dreams — yet seeming, the winle. to lx* in some 
wMy stiffening, to be growing caked, as it were, m mire. 
Hut I must conclude my note's, wlnrli I finish under the 
impression of a recent encountir with Mr. Astley. I 
had not seen him since we parfMl at Koulettenbcrg, and 
now W’C met quite by accident. At the time I was walk- 
ing in the public gardens, and meditating ujxjn the fact 
that not only had I still some fifty gulden in my possf*s- 
sion, but also I had fully paid iq) my hotel bill three days 
ago. Consequently I was in a f>o5ition to try my luck 
again at roulette; and if I won anything I should be able 
to continue my play, whereas, if I lost what I now 
possessed, I should once more have to acce]>t a lacquey's 
place, provided that, in the alternative, I failed to dis- 
cover a Russian family whi< h stood in need of a tutor. 
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Plunged in these reflections, I started on my daily walk 
through the Park and forest towards a neighbouring 
principality. Sometimes, on such occasions, I spent 
four hours on the way, and would return to Homburg 
tired and hungry; but on this particular occasion I had 
scarcely left the gardens for the Park when I caught 
sight of Astley, seated on a bench. As soon as he per- 
ceived me, he called me by name, and I went and sat 
down beside him ; but on noticing that he seemed a little 
stiff in his manner, I hastened to moderate the expression 
of joy which the sight of him had called forth. 

" You here? he said. ‘‘ Well, I had an idea that I 
should meet you. Do not trouble to tell me anything, 
for I know all — yes, all. In fact, your whole life during 
the past twenty months lies within my knowledge.*’ 

How closely you watch the doings of your old 
friends!” I replied. ” That does you infinite credit. 
Hut stop a moment. You have reminded me of some- 
thing. Was it you who bailed me out of Roulettenberg 
prison when I was lying there for a debt of two hundred 
giilden? Some one did so.” 

“ Oh dear no! — though I knew all the time that you 
were lying there.” 

” Perhaps you could tell me who did bail me 
out? ” 

” No; 1 am afraid I could not.” 

” What a strange thing! For I know no Russians at 
all here, so it cannot have been a Russian who befriended 
me. In Russia we Orthodox folk do go bail for one 
another, but in this case I thought it must have been 
done by some English stranger who was not conversant 
with the ways of the country,” 

.Mr. Astley seemed to listen to me with a sort of sur- 
prise. Evidently he had expected to see me looking 
more crushed and broken than I was. 

” Well,” he said — not very pleasantly, ” I am none 
the less glad to find that you retain your old indepen- 
dence of spirit, as well as your buoyancy.” 

” Which means that you are vexed at not having found 
me more abased and humiliated than I am? ” I retorted 
with a smile. 
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Astley was not quick to understand tfiis, but prcsi-ntly 
did so and laughed. 

“ Your remarks please me as they always did/’ he 
continued. “ In those words I see the clever. triumplKint, 
and, above all things, cynical friend of former days. 
C)nly Russians have the faculty of combining within 
themselves so many opposite qualities. Yes, most men 
love to see their best friend in abast im*nt , for gcnerallv 
it is on such abasement that Irn ndsliip is founded. All 
thinking persons know that ancient truth. Yet, on the 
present occasion, I assure you, I am sincerely glad to s<‘e 
that you are not cast down. Tell me, an* yt)u nevir 
going to give up gambling? ” 

'* Damn the gambling’ 'Ws, 1 shoiiKl certainly have 
given it up, were it not that - ” 

“ That you are losing s' I thought so You need not 
tell me any more. I know- how things stand, for you 
have said that last in despair, and then l<'re truthfully. 
Have you no other employment than gambling? ” 

“No; none whatever.” 

Astley gave me a searching glama*. At that tune it 
was ages since I had la^t h'oked at a paper or turned 
thi pages of a l)Ook. 

“ You are growing blaM\” he said. ' You have not 
only renouncitl life, with its inttrtsts and social tics 
the duties of a ntizen and a man; you have- not only 
renoiint'ecl the friends whom I know you to have had, 
and every aim in life but that of winning money; but 
you have also renouncc*d your meiimry. I hongh I can 
remember you in the strong, ardent period of ycjiir life-, 

I feel pc*rsuadc?d that you have now forgot te n (‘Vt ry be tter 
feeling of that period tiiat \our jirtserU dreams and 
aspirations of subsistence dc* not rise above pair, im[)air, 
rouge, noir, the twelve middle- numhe rs, anel so forth.” 

” Enough, Mr. Asth y! ” I e n< <l with semu! irritation— 
almost in anger. ” Kindly do ne»t re e all to me .my more 
recollections. f(*r I fan remember things for myse-lf. 
Only for a time have I put them out of my head. Only 
until I shall have rehabilitate d myself am 1 keeping my 
memory* dulled. When that hour shall eome you will 
see me arise from the dead.” 
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Then you will have to be here another ten years/' 
he replied. *' Should I then be alive, I will remind you— 
here, on this very bench— of what I have just said. In 
fact, I will bet you a wager that I shall do so.'' 

'' Say no more," I interrupted impatiently. And 
to show you that I have not wholly forgotten the past, 
may I enquire where Mile. Polina is? If it was not you 
who bailed me out of prison, it must have been she. Yet 
never have 1 heard a word concerning her." 

No, I do not think it was she. At the present 
moment she is in Switzerland, and you will do me a 
favour by ceasing to ask me these questions about her/' 
Astley said this with a firm, and even an angry, air. 

" Which means that she has dealt you a serious 
wound? " I burst out with an involuntary sneer. 

" Mile. Polina," he continued, " is the best of all 
possible living beings; but I repeat that I shall thank 
you to cease questioning me about her. You never 
really knew her, and her name on your lips is an offence 
to my moral feeling." 

" Indeed? On what subject, then, have I a better 
right to speak to you than on this? With it are bouiul 
up all your recollections and mine. However, do not 
be alarmed: I have no wish to probe too far into your 
))rivatc, your secret affairs. My interest in Mile. Polina 
does not extend beyond her outward circumstances and 
surroundings. About them you could tell me in two 
words." 

" Well, on condition that the matter shall end there, 
I will tell you that for a long time Mile. Polina was ill, 
and still is so. My mother and sister entertained her 
for a while at their home in the north of Pngland, anil 
thereafter Mile. Polina's grandmother (you remember the 
mad old woman?) died, and left Mile. Polina a personal 
legacy of seven thousand pounds sterling. That was 
about six months ago, and now Mile, is travelling with 
my sister’s family — my sister having since married. 
Mile.'s little brother and sister also benefited by the 
(handmothor's will, and are now being educated in 
l-ondon. As for the General, he died in Paris last 
month, of a stroke. Mile. Blanche did well by him, for 
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she succeeded in having transferred to herself all that 
lie received from the Grandmother. That, I think, 
concludes .all that I have to tell.'* 

“And De Griers? Is he too travelling in Switzer- 
land ? *' 

“ No; nor do I know where he is. Also I Wiim 3*011 
once more that you had better avoid such hints and 
ii;noble suppositions; otherwise you will assuredly have 
to reckon with me.” 

” Wiiat? In spite of our old friendship? 

“ Yes, in spite of our t)kl friendship.” 

“ Then I beg your pardon a thous.ind times, Mr. 
Astley. I meant nothing offensive to Mile. Polina, for 
I have nothing of which to accuse her. Moreover, the 
(jiiestion of tluac being anything between this Trench* 
man and this Russian lady is not one which you and 1 
need discuss, nor even attempt t«) undei stand.” 

“ If,” replied Astley, “ you do not care to hear their 
names coupled togetlier, may 1 a^'k you what yt)U mean 
by the expressions ‘ this Fienchman,* ' this Russian 
lady,’ and ' tliere being iinything between tlu in ’ ? Why 
do you call them so particularly a ' Idenchman * and a 
' Russian lady ' ? ” 

“ Ah, I see you are inttuested, Mi .\stley. Ihit it is 
a long, long stoiy, and calls for a lengthy jirefacc. At 
the same time, the qmstion is an imjxiitant one, how- 
ever ridiculous it may seem at tin* fust glance. A 
Frenchman, Mr. Asth y, is merely a line liguie of a man. 
With this you. as a Britisher, may not agree. With it 
I also, as a Russian, may not agree out of envy. Vet 
fH).ssibly our good ladies are of another ojiinion. bor 
instance, one may look upon Raciie* as a broken down, 
hobbledehoy, perfumrd inrlivitlual- one may even be 
unable to lead him; and I too may think him the same, 
as well iis, in some resjx^cts, a subject for ridicule. Yet 
about him, Mr. Astl< y, tie-re is a certain charm, and, 
al>ove all things, he is a gn-at jx>ct— though one might 
like to deny it. Yes, the Frenchman, the Parisian, as 
a national figure, was in process of developing into a 
figure of elegance before wo Russians had even ceased 
to be bears, Ihe Revolution bequeathed to the French 
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nobility its lieritage, and now every whippcr-snappcT 
of a Parisian may possess manners, methods of expres- 
sion, and even thoughts that are above reproach in form, 
while all the time he himself may share in that form 
neither in initiative nor in intellect nor in soul — his 
manners, and the rest, having come to him througli 
inheritance. Yes, taken by himself, the Frenchman is 
frequently a fool of fools and a villain of villains. Per 
contra, there is no one in the world more worthy of 
confidence and respect than this young Russian lady. 
I)e Griers might so mask his face and play a part as 
easily to overcome her heart, for he has an imposing 
figure, Mr. Astley, and this young lady might easily take 
that figure for his real self — for the natural form of his 
heart and soul instead of the mere cloak with whicli 
heredity has dowered him. And even though it may 
offend you, I feel bound to say that the majority also 
of English people are uncouth and unrefined, whereas 
we Russian folk can recognise beauty wherever we see' 
it, and are always eager to cultivate the same. But to 
distinguish beauty of soul and personal originality there 
is needed far more independence and freedom than is 
possessed by our women, especially by our younger ladies. 
At all events they need more experience. For instance, 
this Mile. Polina — pardon me, but the name has passed 
my lips, and I cannot well recall it — is taking a very 
long time to make up her mind to prefer you to Monsieur 
de Griers. She may respect you, she may become your 
friend, she may open out her heart to you ; yet over that 
heart there will be reigning that loathsome villain, that 
mean and petty usurer, Dc Griers. This will be due to 
obstinacy and self-love — to the fact that De Griers once 
appeared to her in the transfigured guise of a marquis, 
of a disenchanted and ruined liberal who was doing his 
best to help her family and the frivolous old General; 
and although these transactions of his have since been 
exposed, you will find that the exposure has made no 
impression upon her mind. Only give her the De 
Griers of former days, and she will ask of you no more. 
1 he more she may detest the present De Griers, the more 
will she hunent the De Griers of the past — even though 



The Gambler 305 

the latter never existed but in her own imagination. 
You are a sugar refiner, Mr. Astley, are you not? 

“ Yes, I belong to tl;c well-known finn of Lovell 
and Co." 

" Then see here. On the one hand, you are a sugar 
refiner, while, on the other liamL vou are an Apollo 
Belvedere. But the two characters do not mix with 
one another. I. again, am nut even a sugar n^finer; 

I am a mere roulette gambhu who has also served as a 
lacquey. Of this fai t Mile. Polina is probably well 
aware, since she apy>ea!s to have an e\celK‘nt force of 
police at her dis[H->sal." 

You are saying this because you are feeling bitter,” 
said Astley with cold indifference. “ Yet tht‘it‘ is not the 
least originality in your words." 

“ 1 agree. But therein Ik s tlu' horror of it all — that, 
however mean and fan iial my a( < usations may l>e, they 
are none the less true. But 1 am only wa'^ting words.” 

” Yes, you ar(\ for you are only talking nonsense! ” 
exclaimed my coinf)anion * his voi('e now trembling 
and his eyes flashing fine " Are \ou awan‘," he con- 
tinued, ” that, wretched, ignohlr, |K*ttv, unfortunate 
man though you are, it w.is at her re(|U( sf I ciune to 
Homburg, in order to se(‘ you, and i«> have a long, 
serious talk with you. and to r(‘j)oit to Ik i your feelings 
and thoughts and ho|H*s v<s. and yauii recollections 
of her, too? " 

" Indeed? Is that reall\ so? " I died - the tears 
beginning to well fn)m my eyes. Never Ixdore had this 
happened. 

" Yes, iK)or unfortunate." continued Astley. ” She 
did love you : and I may t<‘Il you this now for the rc.LSon 
that now you are utterly lost. JCven if I weie also to 
tell you that she still Iovt‘S you, you woukl none the less 
have to remain where you are. Yes, you have ruined 
yourself beyond redemptif)n. Once uj^on a time you 
had a certain amount of talent, and you were of a lively 
disposition, and your good looks we re not to l>e despised. 
You might even have tx en useful to your country, which 
needs men like you. Yet you remained hen;, and your 
life is now over. I am not Idaming you for this: in my 
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view all Russians resemble you, or are inclined to do so. 
If it is not roulette, then it is something else. The 
exceptions are very rare. Nor are you the first to learn 
what a taskmaster is yours. For roulette is not exclu- 
sively a Russian game. Hitherto you have honourably 
preferred to serve as a lacquey rather than to act as a 
thief; but what the future may have in store for you I 
tremble to think. Now good-bye. You are in want of 
money, I suppose? Then take these ten louis d’or. 
More I shall not give you, for you would only gamble it 
away. Take care of these coins, and farewell. Once 
more, take care of them.*' 

“ No, Mr. Astley. After all that has been said I " 

Take care of them! *' repeated my friend. ** I am 
certain you are still a gentleman, and therefore I give 
you the money as one gentleman may give money to 
another. Also, if I could be certain that you would 
leave both Homburg and the gaming-tables, and return 
to your own country, I would give you a thousand 
pounds down to start life afresh; but I give you ten 
louis d'or instead of a thousand pounds for the reason 
that at the present time a thousand pounds and ten louis 
d'or will be all the same to you — you will lose the one 
as readily as you will the other. Take the money, there- 
fore, and good-bye." 

" Yes, I will take it if at the same time you will 
embrace me." 

" With pleasure." 

So we parted — on tenns of sincere atlection. 

But he was wrong. If I was hard and undisceming 
as regards Polina and De Griers, he was hard and undis- 
ctuning as regards Russian people generally. Of myself 
I say nothing. Yet — yet words are only w'ords. I 
need to act. Above all things I need to think of Switzer- 
land. To-morrow, to-morrow Ah, but if only I 

could set things right to-morrow, and be bom again, 
and rise again from the dead! But no — I cannot. 
Yet I must show her what I can do. Even if she should 
do no more than learn that I can still play the man, it 
would be worth it. To-dav it is too late, but to-morrow. 
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Yet I have a presentiment that things can never be 
otherwise. I have got fifteen louis d’or in my posses- 
sion, although I began with fifteen giilden. If I were 

to play carefully at the start But no, no I Surely 

I am not such a fool as that? Yet why should I not 
rise from the dead? I should require at first but to 
go cautiously and patiently and the rest would follow. 
I should require but to put a check upon my nature for 
one hour, and my fortunes would be changed entirely. 
Yes, my nature is my weak point. I have only to 
remember what happened to me some months ago at 
Roulettenberg, before my final ruin. What a notable 
instance that was of my capacity for resolution! On 
the occasion in question I had lost everytliing — every- 
thing; yet, just as I was leaving the Casino, I heard 
another gulden give a rattle in my pocket! “ Berhap^s 
I shall need it lor a meal," I thought to myself; but 
a hundred paces further on, I changed my mind, and 
returned, lhat gulden I staked u{X)n manque — and 
there is something in the feeling that, though one is 
alone, and in a foreign land, and far from one s own 
home and friends, and ignorant of whence one's next 
meal is to come, one is nevertheless staking one's very 
last coin! Well, I won the stake, and in twenty minutes 
livid left the Casino with a hundred and seventy giilden 
in my pocket! That is a fiict, and it shows what a last 
remaining gulden can do. . . . But what if my heart 

had failed me, or I had shrunk from making ui) rnv 
mind? ... o i . 

No; to-morrow all shall be ended! 
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Poor Folk and The 

By Fyodor Dostoyevsky 

INTRODUCTION BY NIKOLAY ANDREYBV, PH.D., MJl. 

Many readers imperfectly acquainted with the worit Of the toear 
Russjan novelist, Dostoyevsky, think of him as a man devi^f 
humour. A reading of Poor Polk, his first novel, and Tht Oa»Mer 
a later story, exposes this fallacy. In Poor Polk Dosloycwk^ 
depicts an out-at-elbows minor official in the public serriceas 
a writer of love-letters to a s^stress— a woman to whom MaS.- 

entirety*. Yet poor old 


Makar seems more concerned with his actual styU m wnona 
rT. lamenting it cannot be beiteri boaa^ 

feebly of the neatness of his calligraphy, giving way to ^pair 
to he cannot nval, in literary creativeness, his scribbler friend 
Rataaaey, and even quoting three examples of his ‘penny 
. ■7 grinding poverty and hardship—die 

idyll IS set m the St Petersburg slums— the hero counttUs 
environment nought besides the failure to achieve such tales as 
Rataziaev’s. ’ 

The s«ne changes in Tht Gambler. Here Dostoyevsky depiew 
the fashioiwble spas and casinos of Europe, and, as he himself 
had a passion for gambling, identifies himself with the wretched 
victim urged by the woman who could save him from himself. 
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